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THE 


OF 
F. SMOLLETT. M.D 


R. Tobias Smollett an author whoſe en 

will tranſmit his name with honour to poſte- 

rity, and whoſe virtues as a man deſerve to be com- 
eee was born about the year 1720 *, ata 
ſmall village, within two miles of Cameron, bs the 
banks of the river Leven 1. He appears to have 
received a claffical education, and was bred to the 
practice of phyſie aud ſurgery. It is a trite remark; 
that the lives of authors are little more than an enus 
meration and account of their works ; they are ge- 
nerally ſo deficient in incident, that, after a com= 
pleat catalogue of their writings is produced, nothing | 
more can be added, except the times of their births 


„See his Travels through France and Italy, Vol. I. p. % he 
ſpeaks of his age in the year 1763, thus: * Annum =tatis 280 qua- 
« drageſimum tertium.“ | 

F Humphry Clinker, Vol. III. p. 41. | 

| 3 and 
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and deaths. If fame is in the leaſt to be depended 
upon, this obſervation will not apply to Dr. Smollett. 
It is faid, and probably with ſome truth, that the 
chief incidents in the early part of his life were given 
to the public in one of the firſt and beſt of his pro- 
ductions, the novel of Roderick Random; however, 
whether that report is well founded or not, certain 
it is that he was at the fiege of Carthagena in the 
capacity of a ſurgeon, or ſurgeon's mate, and in 
the before- mentioned novel has given a faithful, 
though no very pleaſing, account of the manage- 
ment of that ill- conducted expedition which he 
cenſures in the warmeſt terms, and from circum- 
ſtances which fell under his own particular obſerya- 
tion *. His connection with the ſea ſeems not to 
have had a long continuance, and it is probable that 


he wrote ſeveral pieces before he became known to 


the public by his capital productions. The firſt 
piece we know of with certainty is a Satire in two 
parts, printed firſt " the year 1746 ee. | 


Dr. Smollett is ſuppoſed to o have hos the editor of A Com- 
40 pendium of authentic Voyages, digeſted in a Chronological Series, 
7 vol. 12mo, publiſhed in 1756; amongſt which is inſerted a ſhort 
narrative of the expedition to Carthagena, 1741; written with great 
ſpirit, but abounding with too much acrimony, This narrative we 
conceive to be a production written by the ſuppoſed editor, 


1 
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and now reprinted in this erer, of his poetical 
pieces f. 


Very early in life (at the age of eighteen) he 
wrote a tragedy intitled The Regicide, founded on 
the ſtory of the aſſaſſination of James I. of Scot- 
land. In the Preface to the publication of this 
piece, by ſubſcription in the year 1749, he bitterly 
exclaimed againſt falſe patrons, and the duplicity of 
theatrical managers. The warmth and impetuoſity of 
his temper hurried him on this occaſion into unjuſt 
reflections againſt the late Lord Lyttelton, and Mr. 
David Garrick; the character of the former he N 
ſatiriſed in his novel of Peregrine Pickle, and he 
added a burleſque of the monody written by that 
nobleman on the death of his Lady. Againſt Mr. 
Garrick he made illiberal ill-founded criticiſms, and 
in his novel of Roderick Random, gave a very un- — 
fair repreſentation of his treatment of him reſpet— 
ing this tragedy. Of this conduct he afterwards re- 
pented and acknowledged his errors, though in the 
ſubſequent editions of the novel, the paſſages which 


3 wy, hens or e he wrote 
for Mr, Rich an opera, intitled Alceſte, which has never been 
performed nor printed. The muſic to it was compoſed by Mr. Han- 
del, who finding that no uſe was intended to be made of it, after- 
_= * — it to Mr. Dryden's leſſer Ode for Saint Cecilia's Day. 

3 Vol. I. p. 28. Vol. V. p. 324. 
174 | a 2 , were 
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were the haſty effuſions of diſappointment, are not 
as we think they ſhould have been omitted, De- 
firous, however, of doing juſtice in a work of truth 
* for wrongs done in a work of fiction“ (to uſe his 
own expreſſion) in giving a ſketch of the liberal arts in 
his Hiſtory of England, he remarked, ** the exhi- 
ce pitions of the ſtage were improved to the moſt 
© exquiſite entertainment by the talents and ma- 


„ nagement of Garrick, who greatly ſurpaſſed all 


« his predeceſſors of this and perhaps every other 
© nation in his genius for acting, in the ſweetneſs 
and variety of his tones, the irreſiſtible magic of 
s his eye, the fire and vivacity of his action, the 
* elegance of attitude, and the whole pathos of 
« expreſſion. 


& Candidates for literary fame appeared even in 


„the higher ſphere of life embelliſhed by the ner- 


C vous ſenſe and extenſive erudition of a Corke, 
& by the delicate taſte, the poliſhed — and 


4 tender feelings of à Lyttelton.“ 


Not fatisfied with this public declaration of his 
ſentiments, he wrote in till ſtronger terms to Mr. 
Garrick ; | 

« DEAR SIR, | 1 
| | Chelſea, Jan. 27, 1762. 

I this morning received your Winter's Tale, 
* * by this mark of your 
attention. 
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'mentioning a gentleman ſo eminently diſtinguiſh- 


DR. SMOLLETT. v 


attention, What I have ſaid of Mr, Garrick in 


the Hiſtory of England was, I proteſt, the lan- 
guage of my heart. I ſhall rejoice if he thinks 


I have done him barely juſtice, I am ſure the 


Public will think I have done no more than 
juſtice, In giving a ſhort ſketch of the liberal 
arts, I could not, with any propriety, forbear 


ed by a genius that has no rival. Beſides I thought 
it was a duty incumbent on me in particular to 
make a public attonement in a work of truth for 
wrongs done him in a work of fiction. 


% Among the other inconveniences ariſing from 
ill- health, 1 deeply regret my being diſabled from 
a perſonal cultivation of your good will, . and 
the unſpeakable enjoyment I ſhould ſometimes 
derive from your private converſation as well as 


* from the public exertion of your talents ; but ſe- . 


queſtered as I am from the world of entertain» 


© ment the conſciouſneſs. of ſtanding well in your 


&# * 


opinion will ever afford ſingular ſatisfaction to 
„ DEAR SIR, | Lina 

$ Your VERY HUMBLE SERVANT, - 

| „T. SMOLLETT.” 


In the year 1757, Dr. Smollert's Comedy of the 


Repriſals, an after-piece of two acts, was performed 
at Drury- lane theatre. He acknowledged himſelf 


2 3 „ highly 


A 
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— = — 
— x 


1 THE LIFE OF 

highly obliged for the friendly care of Mr. G. 
« exerted in preparing it for the ſtage; and till 
* more, for his acting the part of Luſignan, in 
% Zara, for his benefit, on the ſixth inſtead of the 
5 ninth night, to which he was only intitled by the 
© cuſtom of the theatre.” Being informed attempts 
had been made to embroil him on this occaſion with 
Mr. G. he wrote to that gentleman : 


A 


0 


9 : 

% Underſtanding from Mr. Derrick that ſome 
ce officious people have circulated reports in my 
* name with a view to prejudice me in your opi- 
& nion, I, in juſtice to myſelf, take the liberty to 
« aſſure you, that if any perſon accuſes me of hav- 
© ing ſpoken diſreſpectfully of Mr. Garrick, of 
© having hinted that he ſolicited for my farce, or 
© had intereſted views in bringing it upon the ſtage, 


he does me wrong, upon the word of a gentleman. 


6 The imputation is altogether falſe and malicious. 
* Exclufive of other confiderations, I could not be 
<« ſuch an ideot to talk in that ſtrain when my own 
6 intereſt ſo immediately required a different fort of 


* conduct, Perhaps the ſame inſidious methods 


„e have been taken to inflame former animoſities, 
e which, on my part, are forgotten and ſelf-con- 
e demned. I muſt own you have acted in this af- 


« fair of the farce with that candour, openneſs, 


«© and 


DR. SMoLLE TT. vii 


Ro and cordiality, which even mortify my pride 
* while they lay me under the moſt ſenſible obliga- 
c tion; and I ſhall not reſt ſatisfied until I have an 


opportunity to convince Mr. Garrick that my 


<« gratitude is at leaſt as warm as any other of my 
6 paſſions, Mean while I profeſs myſelf, 

„ SIR, 5 5 145 

| © YOUR HUMBLE SERVANT, 

T. SMOLLETT*.” 


In the year 1748 he publiſhed his novel of Ro- 
derick Random, a book which. till continues to 
have a moſt extenſive ſale, and firſt eſtabliſhed the 
Doctor's reputation. All the firſt volume, and 
the beginning of the ſecond, appear to conſiſt 
of real incident and character, though certainly a 
good deal heightened and diſguiſed. The judge, his 
grandfather, Crab and 'Potion, the two apotheca- 
ries, and Squire Gawkey, were characters well 
known in that part of the kingdom where the ſcene 
was laid. Captains Oakhum and Whiffle, Doc- 
tors Mackſhane and Morgan, were alſo faid to be 
real perſonages ; but their names we have either ne- 
ver learned, or have now forgotten. A bookbinder 


* A friend of Dr, Smollett's; defirons. of exjncing that he. was 
capable of retracting his prejudices, and that his gratitude was equally 
warm with any other of his paſſions, prevailed on Mr, Garrick to 
permit the Editor to take copies of the foregoing letters from ſereral 


others he had written to Mr, Garrick, , | 


\ 
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and barber long eagerly contended for being ſhadow- 
ed under the name of Strap. The Doctor ſeems 
to have enjoyed a peculiar felicity in deſcribing ſea 


characters, particularly the officers and ſailors of 


the navy. His Trunnion, Hatehway, and Pipes, 
are highly-finiſhed originals; but what exceeds them 
all, and perhaps equals any character that has yet 
been painted by the happieſt genius of ancient or 
modern times, is his Lieutenant Bowling. This is 
indeed nature itſelf ; original, unique, and ſui generis. 
As well as the ladder of promotion, his very name 
has long become proverbial for an honeſt blunt ſea- 
man, unacquainted with N and "is ways o 


the world, 


By the publication of that — the Doctor had 
* ſo great a reputation, that henceforth a 
certain degree of ſucceſs was inſured to every thing 
known or ſuſpected to proceed from his hand. In 
the courſe of a few years the adventures of Pe. 
regrine Pickle appeared * a work of great inge- 
puity and and contrivance in the compoſition, and 
in which an uncommon degree of erudition is diſ- 


played, / particularly in the deſcription of the enter- 
tainment given by the Republican Doctor, after the 
manner of the ancients. Under this perſonage the 


„ % 


late Dr. Akenfide, author of a famous poem, in- 
titled, The Pleaſures of the en is ſup- 


» 17 I, 1 
; poſed 


Di. SMOLLETT. is 


poſed to be typified ; and it would be difficult to de- 
termine whether profound learning or genuine hu- 
mour predominate moſt. in this epiſode. Butler and 
Smollett ſeem to be the only two who have Kang) 
things, ſeemingly ſa diſcordant, happily together; 
for Hudibras is one of the moſt learned works in 
any language; and it requires no common ſhare of 
reading, aſſiſted with a good memory, thoroughly to 
reliſh and underſtand it. Another epifode of The 
Adventures of a Lady of Quality, likewiſe inſerted 
in this work, contributed greatly to its ſucceſs, and 
is indeed admirably well executed. Vet, after giv- 
ing all due praiſe to the merit and invention diſ- 
played in Peregrine Pickle, we cannot help think- 
ing it is inferior, in what may be called najvete, a 
a thing better conceived than n to Rode- 
rick Random. u Re 


| Theſe were not the only original compoſitions of 
this ſtamp with which the Doctor has favoured the 
public. Ferdinand Count Fathom “ and Sir Launcelot 
Greaves , are till in the liſt of what may be called 
reading novels ; but there is no injuſtice in placing 
them in a rank far below the former. No doubt 
invention, charaQer, compoſition, and contrivance, 
are to be found in both; but then ſituations are de- 


* Publiſhed in the year 1754. | | 
I Firſt printed in the Britiſh * and afterwards i in 2 vols, 
Jamo, 1762. 
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ſcribed which are hardly poſſible, and characters are 
painted, which, if not altogether unexampled, are 
at leaſt incompatable with modern manners; and 
which ought not to be, as the ſcenes are laid in mo- 
dern times. 


The haſt work which the Doctor publiſhed, was 


of much the ſame ſpecies, but caſt into a different 
form—The Expedition of Humphry Clinker *. 
It conſiſts of a ſeries of letters, written by different 
perſons to their reſpective correſpondents. He has 
here carefully avoided the faults which may be juſtly 


chatged to his two former productions, Here are no 


extravagant characters, nor unnatural ſituations. On 
the contrary, an admirable knowledge of life and 
manners is difplayed ; and moſt uſeful leſſons are given 
applicable to intereſting, but to very common ſitu- 
ations. 


We know not that ever the remark has been made, 
but there is certainly a very obvious ſimilitude be- 
tween the characters of the three heroes of the 
Doctor's chief productions. Roderick Random, 
Peregrine Pickle, and Matthew Bramble, are all 
brothers of the ſame family. The ſame ſatirical, 
cynical diſpoſition, the ſame generoſity and bene- 
volence, are the diſtinguiſhing and characteriſtical 


Printed in 3 vols, 1771. 
features 
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features of all three; but they are far from being 
ſervile copies or imitations of each other, They 
differ as much as the Ajax, Diomed, and Achilles of 
Homer, This was undoubtedly a great effort of 
genius; and the Doctor ſeems to have deſcribed his 
own character at the different ſtages and ſituations of 


his life. 


Before he took a houſe at Chelſea, he attempted 
to ſettle as practitioner of phyſc at Bath; and, 
with that view, wrote a treatiſe on the waters *; 
but was unſucceſsful, chiefly becauſe he could not 
render himſelf agreeable to the women, whoſe favour | 
is certainly of great conſequence to all candidates 
for eminence, whether in medicine or divinity. 
This, however, was a little extraordinary; for theſe 
who remembered Dr. Smollett at that time, cannot 
but acknowledge that he was as graceful and 
handſome a man as any of the age he lived in; be- 
ſides, there was a certain dignity in his air and man- 
ner which could not but inſpire reſpe& wherever he 
appeared, Perhaps he was too ſoon diſcouraged ; 
in all probability, had he perſevered, a man of his 


Intitled, © An Effay on the external Uſe of Water, in a Letter 
© to Pr, —, with particular Remarks upon the preſent Method of 
« ufing the Mineral Waters at Bath, in Somerſetſhire, and a Plan 
« for rendering them more ſafe, agreeable, and efficacious,” _ 
ow | = 


great 
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great learning, profound ſagacity, and intenſe ap- 
plication, beſides being endued with every other 
external as well as internal accompliſhment, muſt 
have at laſt ſucceeded, and, had he attained to com- 
mon old age, been at the head of his profeſſion. 


Abandoning phyſic altogether as a profeſſion, he 
fixed his refidence at Chelſea, and turned his 
thoughts entirely to writing. Vet, as an author, 
he was not near ſo ſucceſsful as his happy genius 
and acknowledged merit certainly deſerved. He 
never acquired a patron among the great, who, by 
his favour or beneficence, relieved him from the 
neceſſity of writing for a ſubſiſtence, The truth is, 
Dr. Smollett poſſeſſed a loftineſs and elevation of 
ſentiment and character which appears to have diſ- 
qualified him from currying favour among thoſe 
who were able to {confer favours, It would be 
wrong to call this diſpoſition of his, pride or haugh- 
tineſs; for to his equals and inferiors he was ever 
polite,. friendly, and generous, Bookſellers may 
therefore be ſaid to have been his only patrons ; 
and from them he had conſtant employment in 
tranſlating, compiling, and reviewing. He tranſ- 
lated Gil Blas and Don Quixote *, both ſo happily, 
that all the former tranſlations of theſe- Wr 


tate in 4to. 2 vols, 1755, Since his drach pitjab facies of 
Telemachus has alſo a appeared, 


J 


pro- 
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productions of genius are in i fait way of being ſu- 
perſeded by his. His name likewiſe appears to a 
tranſlation of Voltaire's proſe works, but little of it 
was done by his on hand; ; he only reviſed it, and 
added a few notes. He was concerned in great va- 
riety of compilations. His Hiſtory of England ® was 
the principal work of that kind. It has in'itrſelf 
real intrinſic merit; but, conſidering the time and 
circumſtances in which it was written, it is indeed a 
prodigy of genius, and a great effort of application. It 
had a moſt extenſive ſale, and the Doctor is faid to 
received 2000, for writing it and the Continua- 
tion, He was employed, during the laſt years of 
his life, in preparing a new edition of the Ancient 
and Modern Univerſal Hiſtory, great part of which 
he had originally written himfelf, particularly the 


Hiſtories of France, Italy, and Germany. He lived 


nearly to compleat this work, and it is ſaid it will 
ſoon cee | 


In the year 1755 he ſet on foot the Critical Re- 
view, and continued the principal manager of it, 
till he went abroad for the firſt' ume in the year 


1763. To ſpeak impartially, he was, perhaps, too 
acrimonious ſometimes in the conduct of that work, 
and at the ſame time too ſore, and diſplayed too 
much ſenſibility when any of the pnfortunate au- 


al Firſt printed in 4 vols, 40, 1757. 


thors 
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thors whoſe works he had, it may be, juſtly cen- 
ſured, attempted to retaliate. 


Among other controverſies which his engage- 
ments in this publication involved him, the moſt 
material in its conſequences was that which was oc- 
caſioned by his remarks. on a pamphlet publiſhed by 
Admiral Knowles. That gentleman, in defence of 
his conduct, on the expedition to Rochfort, pub- 
liſhed a vindication of himſelf, which falling under 
the Doctor's examination, produced ſome very ſe- 
vere ſtrictures both on the performance as well as on 
the character of the writer of it. The Admiral 
immediately commenced a proſecution againſt the 
printer ; declaring, at the ſame time, that he de- 
fired only to be informed who the writer was, that, 
if he proved to be a gentleman, he might obtain the 
ſatisfaction of one from him. In this affair the 
Doctor behaved both with prudence and with ſpirit, 
Defirous of compromiſing the diſpute with the Ad- 
miral in an amicable manner, - he applied to his 
friend Mr, Wilkes, to interpoſe his good offices with 
his opponent, in the following letter : | 


% DEAR 


Da. S MOLLE TT. av 


« DEAR SIR, D 404 a 
| Chelſea, March 24, 1759. 

C Ecce iterum Crifpinus, —Y our generoſity with 
& reſpe&t to Johnſon * ſhall be the theme of our 
« applauſe and thankſgiving. I ſhall be very proud 
to find myſelf comprehended in your league of- 
ce fenſive and defenſive; nay, I conſider myſelf al- 
e ready as a contracting party, and have recourſe 
< to the aſſiſtance of my allies. It is not, I be- 
„ lieve, unknown to you that Admiral Knowles 
ce has taken exception at a paragraph in the Critical 
Review of laſt May, and commenced a proſecu- 
tion againſt the printer. Now, whatever termi- 
6% nation the trial may have, we ſhall infallibly be 
„ expoſed to a conſiderable expence, and therefore 
« I wiſh to ſee the proſecution quaſned. Some 
„ gentlemen, who are my friends, have undertaken 
< to find out, and talk with thoſe who are ſuppoſed 
to have influence with the ſaid Admiral: may I 
e beg the ſame favour of you and your friends? 
<« The trial will come on in the beginning of May, 
sand, if the affair cannot be compromiſed, we intend 
eto kick up a duſt, and die hard. In a word, if 
* that fooliſh Admiral has any regard to his own 


* 


Mr. Wilkes, at the interceſſion of Dr. Smollett, had procured 
the liberty of Dr. Johnſon's ſervant, who had been impreſſed. 


cc cha- 
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& character he will be quiet, rather than provoke 


cc further the reſentment of, 


* Dear SIR, &c. 
T. SMOLLETT.” 


The Admiral continued inflexible ; and juſt as 
ſentence was going to be pronounced againſt the 


printer, the Doctor came into court, avowed him- 


ſelf the author of the Strictures, and declared him- 


ſelf ready to give Mr, Knowles any ſatisfaction he 


choſe. The Admiral immediately commenced a 
freſh action againſt the Doctor, who was found 
guilty, fined Z 100, and condemned to three months 
impriſonment in the King's Bench. It is there he is 
faid to have written The Adventures of Sir Launcelot 
Greaves, in which he has deſcribed ſome remarkable 


characters, then his fellow-priſoners, 


From the commencement of the Review, Dr. 
Smollett was always conſidered as the author of it: 
by this means he became frequently cenſured on ac- 
count of articles in which he had no concern, On 
the publication of the Roſciad, the author, conſider- 
ing himſelf and ſome of his friends as very injuri- 
ouſly treated in the Review of that work, and ima- . 


gining Dr. Smollett the author of the offenſive arti- 
cle, 


DR. SM OLLET T. xvii 
cle, retorted with great ſpirit in his excellent poem 
intituled An Apology to the Critical Reviewers, it 
appears however he was miſtaken in his ſuſpicion ; 
for Dr. Smollett hearing that Mr. Colman had alfo 
accuſed him of having made an attack on his moral 
character in the Review, the Doctor exculpated him- 
ſelf from the charge, in a letter to Mr. G. | 


tc DAR S1R; 4 ”- . =—_ Ar 


<« J ſee Mr, Colman has taken offence at the ar- | 
ce ticle in the Critical Review which treats of the 
& Roſciad, and I underſtand he ſuſpected me to be 
de author of that article, Had he aſked me the 
ce queſtion I ſhould have freely told him I was not 
© the author of the offenſive article; and readily 
<* contributed to any decent ſcheme. which might 
have been propoſed for his ſatisfaction: but, as 
he has appealed to the public, I ſhall leave him 
and the real author to ſettle the affair between 
e themſelves, and content myſelf with declaring to 
“you, and that upon my honour, that I did not 
„ write one word of the article upon the Roſciad; 
that I have no ill-will nor envy. to Mr. Colman, 
© whom I have always reſpected as a man of genius, 
and whoſe genius I ſhall always be ready and 
b <© pleaſed 
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& pleaſed to acknowledge either in private or public, 
J envy no man of merit, and I can fafely ſay I 


% do not even repine at the ſucceſs of thoſe who 


* have no merit. I am old enough to have ſeen 
* and obſerved that we are all play-things of for- 
tune; and that it depends upon ſomething as in- 
& fignificant and precarious as the toſſing up of a 
«© halfpenny, whether a man riſes to affluence and 
% honours, or continues to his dying day ſtruggling 
« with the difficulties and diſgraces of life. I de- 
* fire to live quietly with all mankind, and if poſ- 
« ſible to be upon good terms with all thoſe who 
te have diſtinguiſhed themſelves by their extraor- 


* dinary merit. I'muſt own that if I had examin- 


ed the artiele upon the Roſciad before it was ſent 


to the preſs I ſhould have put my negative on 


« fome expreſſions in it, though I cannot ſee in it 
e any reflection to the prejudice of Mr. Colman's 
% moral character; but I have been ſo hurried fince 
& my enlargement that I had not time to write 
© one article in the Critical Review, except that 
«© upon Bower's Hiſtory, and perhaps I ſhall not 
« write another theſe fix months. That hurry 
& and a bad ſtate of health have prevented me 
from returning in perſon the viſit you favoured 
* me with in the King's Bench. I beg you will 
« accept this letter in lieu of it, and believe that 

H | 2 7 | cc no 


© no man reſpets Mr. Garrick more than he is 
C reſpeRed by his obliged humble ſervant 


„T. SMOLLETT/ 


Beſides theſe many other diſputes afoſe with dif- 
ferent writers who conſidered themſelves injured by 
the ſeverity of the Doctor's criticiſms ; indeed it 
may be affirmed that ſeldom a month paſſed with- 
out a complaint on that head, and thoſe. not often 
couched in the moſt decent terms. But whatever 
reaſon he had to complain on that account, he 
ſoon after found that the revenge of an author was 
nothing compared to the rancour of the politician, 
In the year 1762 Lord Bute took the reins of go- 
vernment into his hands. His promotion was at- 
tended with many unpopular meaſures, great diſſa- 
tisfaction aroſe amongſt many orders of men, and 
his lordſhip found it neceſſary to employ ſome able 
writers to palliate and defend the ſteps which had led 
to his advancement. Amongſt others Dr, Smollett 
was pitched upon, and he entered on the taſk ap- 
pointed for him with great ſpirit. In defencc of 
his patron he immediately began a weekly paper 
which he called The Briton. The firſt number 
made its appearance on the 29th of May, 1762, 
and was immediately followed by the publication of 
the North Briton, which in the end entirely ronted | 
b 2 its 
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its antagoniſt, and diſſolved the friendſhip which 
had long ſubſiſted between the authors of the re- | 
ſpeQive performances. The Briton continued to 
be publiſhed until the 12th of Februrary, 1763» 
when it was laid down; and very ſoon after the 
perſon, in whoſe defence it was ſet on foot, finding 
the ſtream of popular diſcontent too ſtrong to be re- 
ſiſted, relinquiſhed the poſt which had excited fo 
much envy and clamour, and on his reſignation it 
is ſaid entirely neglected all the perſons whom he 


* Two months before the firſt number of the Briton appeared, 
Dr, Smallett wrote the following letter to Mr, Wilkes: 


ic Dzar SIR, 


Chelſea, March 28, 1762, 


« My warmeſt regard, affection and attachment, you have long 
tc ago ſecured. My ſecrecy you may depend upon F. When I pre- 
ce ſume to differ from you in any point of opinion, I ſhall always do 
cc it with diffidence and deference, I have been ill theſe three 
cc months, but hope ſoon to be in a condition to pay my reſpects to 
« Mr, Wilkes in perſon, Mean while, I mutt beg leave ta trouble 
cc him with another packet, which he will be ſo good as to conſecrate 
d& at his leiſure, That he may continue to enjoy his happy flow of 
ct ſpirits, and proceed through life with a flowing ſail of proſperity 
« and reputation, is the wiſh and the hope, and the confident ex- 
« pectation of | 


c HAS MUCH OBLIGED HUMBLE SERVANT, 


„T. SMOLLETT.” 


\ 


& Relative to Mr. Wilkes's obſervations on the Spaniſſi papers. 
| had 
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had employed to write for him. Beſides the Briton 
Dr. Smollet is ſuppoſed to have written other pieces 
in ſupport of the cauſe he eſpouſed. The Adven- 

- tures of an Atom, in two volumes, are known to be dd 


his productions, 


His conſtitution being at laſt greatly impaired by 

a ſedentary life, and aſſiduous application to ſtudy, 
he went abroad for-his health in the month of June 
1763, and continued in France and Italy two 
years. He wrote an account of his travels in a ſe- 
ries of letters to ſome friends, which were afterwards 
publiſhed in two volumes, octavo, 1766. During 
all that time he appears to have laboured under 2 
conſtant fit of chagrin . But the ſtate of his mind 
0 (a> will 


* A very ſlight peruſal of theſe letters will ſufficiently evince that 
this obſervation is founded in fact, and is indeed a melancholy in- 
ſtance of the influence of bodily diſtemper over the beſt diſpoſition. - 
To this cynical relation of his Travels Mr. Sterne is ſuppoſed to al- 
lude, in the following paſſage of his Sentimental Journey, vol. I. "I 

pi. 86. © The learned Smelfungus travelled from Bologne to Paris 
« from Paris to Rome—and ſo on—but he ſet out with the ſpleen 

« and jaundice, and every object he paſſed by was diſcoloured and 
« diftorted—He wrote an account of them, but it was nothing but 
* the account of his miſerable feelings. —I met Smelfungus in the 
% grand portico of the Pantheon—he was juſt coming out of it,— 
It is nothing but a huge cockpit, 4 ſaid he. 1 wiſh you had ſaid 
* nothing worſe of the Venus of Medicis, © replied I—for in paſſing 
i through Florence I had heard he had fallen foul upon the goddeſs, 
bg &« and 
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will be beſt learned from himſelf. Thus he writes 
in his firſt letter: * In gratifying your curioſity I 
„ ſhall find ſome amuſement to beguile the tedious 
© hours; which without ſome ſuch employment, 
„ would be rendered inſupportable by diſtemper 
and diſquiet. You knew and pitied my ſitua- 
* tion, traduced by malice, perſecuted by faction, 
abandoned by falſe patrons, and overwhelmed by 
© the ſenſe of a domeſlic calamity, which it was not in 
* the power of fortune to repair.” By this do- 
meſtic calamity he means the loſs of his only child, 
a daughter, whom he loved with the tendereſt af- 
fection. The Doctor, after his return to his native 
country, finding his health continuing to decline, and 
meeting with freſh mortifications and difappoint- 
ments, he went back to Italy, where he died on 
October the 21ſt, 1771, and fince his death a monu- 
ment hath been erected to his memory near Leghorn, 
on which is inſcribed the following epitaph written 


ce and uſed her worſe than a common ſtrumpet, without the leaſt 
6 provocation in nature.— I popped upon Smelfungus again at Tu- 
te rin, in his return home, and a ſad tale of ſorrowful adventures 
c had he to tell, wherein he ſpoke of moving accidents by flood and 
& field, and of the cannibals which each other eat: the Anthropo- 
cc phagi—He had been flayed alive, and bedeviled, and worſe uſed 
te than St, Bartholomew, at every ſtage he had come at.— I'll tell it,” 
dc cried Smelfungus, to the world,' — * You had better tell it, 
# ſaid 1,” © to your phyſician — 

E by 


hn 
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by his friend Dr. Armſtrong, author of The Art of __ 
Preſerving Health, and many other excellent pieces. 


Hic oſſa conduntur | 
TOBIZAZ SMOLLETT, Scot; 
Qui, proſapia generoſa et antiqua natus, 

Priſcz virtutis exemplar emicuit ; 
Aſpectu ingenuo, 
Corpore valido, 
Pectore animoſo, 
Indole apprime benigna, 
Et fere ſupra facultatis munifica, 
Inſignis. 
Ingenio feraci, faceto, verſatili, 
Omnigenæ fore doctrinæ mire capaci, 
Varia fabularum dulcedine 
Vitam mores que hominum, 
Ubertate ſumma ludens, depinxit. 
Adverſo, interim, nefas ! tali tantoque alumno, 
Niſi quo ſatyræ opipare ſupplebat, 
Seculo impio, ignavo, fatuo, 
Quo muſz vix nifi nothæ 
Mecznatulis Britannicis 
Fovebantur, 
In memoriam 
Optimi et amablis omnino viri, 
Permultis amicis deſiderati, 
Hocce marmor, | 
Dilectiſſima ſimul et amantiſſima conjux, 
L. M. | 
Sacravit. 
b4 Ir 
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It would be needleſs to expatiate on the character 
of 2 man ſo well known as Dr. Smollett, who has 
beſides 


TRANSLATION oy Yu EPITAPH 
O N 


e. „ e. e . 


Here 
Reſt the remains 
of 
TOBIAS $MOLLETT, 
A North Briton, 
Who, ſprung. 

From an ancient and reſpectable family, 
'  Shone forth an example N 
Of the virtues of former times. 

Of an ingenuous countenance, 
And manly make, 

With a breaſt animated by the juſteſt ſpirit, 
| He was eminently diſtinguiſhed 
For great benevolence of temper, 
And a generoſity even above his fortune, 
His wit had every character 

Of fertile inventiveneſs, 
Of true pleaſantry, 

Of flexibility to every ſubject, 
From his aptneſs and wonderful capacity 
For every kind of learning, 

The exerciſe of theſe talents 
Produced a variety of pleaſing fictions, 


In 
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beſides given ſo many ſtrictures of his own charac- 
ter and manner of living in his writings, particular- 


In which 
With great exuberance of fancy 
| and true humour | 
He laughed at and deſcribed 
The lives and manners of men, 
While 5 
(Shameful to relate!) 
This genius 
This honour to his country, 
Met with nothing 
In theſe abandoned, wortbleſs, inſipid times 
But what was unfavourable to him 
Except indeed 
Their abundance of ſupply to his pen 
| Of matter of ſatire ; 
1 Times 
. In which 
Hardly any literary merit 
But ſuch as was in the moſt falſe or futile tafte 
Received encouragement 
From the paltry mock Mecznaſes of Britain! 
| In honour to the memory 
Of this moſt worthy and amiable 
Member of ſociety ' 
Sincerely regretted by many friends 
This monument 
Was by his much beloved and affectionate wife 
Dutifully and deſervedly 
| Conſecrated, 


| 
| 
| 
BY 
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ly in Humphry Clinker ; where he appears under 
the appellation of Mr, Serle , and has an inter- 
view with Mr, Bramble ; and his manner of living 
is deſcribed in another letter, where young Mel- 
ford is ſuppoſed to dine with him at his houſe in 
Chelſea f. No doubt he made a great deal of mo- 
ney by his connections with bookſellers ; and had 
he been a rigid ceconomiſt, or endued with the 
gift of retention, (an expreſſion of his own) he 
might have lived and died very independent. How- 
ever, to do juſtice to his memory, his difficulties, 


xxvi 


whatever they were, proceeded not from extrava- 


gace, or want of œconomy. He was hoſpitable, 
but not oſtentatiouſly ſo ; and his table was plentiful, 
but not extravagant. No doubt he had his failings ; 


but ſtill it would be difficult to name a man who was 
ſo reſpectable for the qualities of his head, or amia- 
ble for the virtues of his heart. 


In the Dedication of Count Fathom to Dr., by which he 


/ meant himſelf, he has drawn his own character. 


+ Vol. I. p. 139. + Vol, II. p. 14, 
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INSCRIPTION 
ON THE PILLAR» of he 4 


LATELY ERECTED TO THE MEMORY OF 


Da. TOBIAS SMOLLE I x, 


ON THE BANKS OF THE LEVEN, 


Siſte viator ! 
Si lepores ingeniique venam benignam, 
Si morum callidiſſimum pictorem, 
Unquam es miratus, 
Immorare paululum memoriæ 
TOBIT SMOLLETT, M. P. 
Viri virtutibus hiſce 
Quas in homine et cive 
Et laudes et imiteris, 
Haud mediocriter ornati : 
Qui in literis varus verſatus, 
Poſtquam felicitate fibi propria 
Seſe poſteris commendaverat, 
Morte acerba raptus 
Anno ztatis 51 
Eheu! quam procul a patria! 
Prope Liburni portum in Italia, — 
Jacet ſepultus. | 
Tali tantoque Viro, patrueli ſao, 5 I 


Cui 


* 
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Cui in decurſu Lampada 
Se potius tradidifle decuit, 
Hanc Columnam, 
Amoris, eheu ! inane monumentum, 
In ipfis Leviniæ ripis, 
Quas verſiculis ſub exitu vitz illuſtratas, 
Primis infans vagitibus perſonuit, 
Ponendam curavit 
JacoBus SMOLLETT de Bonhull. 
Abi et reminiſcere, 
Hoc quidem honore, 

Non modo defuncti memoriæ, 
Verum etiam exemplo, proſpectum eſſe; 
Aliis enim, fi modo digni ſint, 
Idem erit virtutis præmium! 


TRANSLATION or THe INSCRIPTION 


ON 


| Oe i &% a i we hs 2 


Stay, traveller! 
If elegance of taſte and wit, 
If fertility of genius, 
And an unrivalled talent 
In delineating the characters of mankind, 
Have ever attracted thy admiration, 
' | Pauſe awhile 
On the memory of TOBIAS SMOLLETT, M.D. 


One 
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One more than commonly indued with thoſe virtues 
Which in a man and a citizen 
You would praiſe, or imitate, 
Who, 
Having ſecured the applauſe 
Of poſterity, 
By a variety of literary abilities, 
And a peculiar felicity of compoſition, 
Was, 
By a rapid and cruel diſtemper, 
Snatched from this world in the 5 iſt year of his age, 
Far, alas! from his country, 
He lies interred near Leghorn, in Italy. 
In teſtimony of his many and great virtues 
This empty monument, 
The only pledge, alas ! of his affection, 
Is erected 
On the Banks of the Leven, 
The ſcene of his birth and of his lateſt poetry, 
By Jamzs SMOLLETT, of Bonkill, 
His couſin 
Who ſhould rather have expected this laſt tribute from him, 
Go, and remember 
This honour was not given alone to the memory of the deceaſed, 
But for the encouragement of others: 
Deſerve like him, and be alike rewarded, 
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HATEVER reluQance I have to trouble 

the public, with a detail of the mortifica- 

tions I have ſuffered, in my attempts to bring the 

enſuing performance on the ſtage, I think it a duty 

incumbent upon me, to declare my reaſons for pre- 

ſenting it in this extraordinary manner z and, if the 

explanation ſhall be found either tedious or trifling, 

I hope the candid reader will charge my impertinence 

upon thoſe who drove me to the neceſſity of. OV 
ſuch an ine appeal. 


' Beſides, I flatter myſelf, that a fair repreſentation 
of the uſage I have met with, will be as a beacon, © 
to caution other inexperienced authors againſt the 
inſincerity of managers, to which they might other- 
wiſe become egregious dupes ; and, after a cajoling 

22 dream 


fn en. 


dream of good fortune, wake in all the aggravation 
of diſappointment. 


Although I claim no merit from having finiſhed 
a Tragedy at the age of eighteen, I cannot help 
thinking myſelf intitled to ſome ſhare of indulgence, 
for the humility, induſtry and patience I have ex- 
erted during a period of ten years, in which this 
unfortunate production hath been expoſed to the 
cenſure of critics of all degrees; and in conſequence 
of their ſeveral opinions, altered, and (I hope) 
amended, times without number. | 


* 


Had ſome of thoſe who were pleaſed to call them- 
ſelves my friends, been at any pains to deſerve the 
character, and told me ingenuouſly what I had to 
expect in the capacity of an author, when I firſt 
profeſſed myſelf of that venerable fraternity, I ſhould, 
in all probability, have ſpared myſelf the incredible 
labour and chagrin T have fince undergone : but, as 
early as the year 1739, my play was taken into the 
protection of one of thoſe little - fellows who are 
ſometimes called great men; and, like other or- 
phans, neglected accordingly, 

Stung 


P R E F ACE. mavi 
Stung with reſentment, which I miſtook for eon- 
tempt, I reſolved to puniſh this barbarous indiffe- 
rence, and actually diſcarded my patron ; conſoling 
myſelf with the barren praiſe of a few aſſociates, 
who, in the moſt indefatigable manner, employed 
their time and influence in collecting from all quar- 
ters obſervations on my piece, which, in conſequence 
of thoſe ſuggeſtions,” put on. a new appearance al- 
molt every day, until my occaſions called me out of 
the kingdom, . bad 


— Soon after my return, I and my production 
were introduced to a late Patentee, of courteous | 
memory, who (reſt his foul!) found means to amuſe 
me a whole ſeaſon, and then · declared it impraclie- 
ble to bring it on till next year; adviſing me to make 
my application more early in the winter, that we | 
might have time to concert ſuch alterations as ſhould 
be thought neceſſary for its ſucceſsful appearance on 
the ſtage, But I did not find my account in fol- 
lowing this wholeſome advice; for, to me, he was 
always leſs and leſs at leiſure. In ſhort, after ſundry 
promiſes, and numberleſs evafions, in the courſe of 
which he practiſed upon me the whole art of pro- 
c 3 _  eraſtimation, 


| 
1 
? 
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eraſtination, I demanded his final anſwer, with ſuch 
obſtinacy and warmth, that he could no longer reſiſt . 
my importunity, and refuſed my Tragedy in plain 
terms. Not that he mentioned any material objec- 
tions to the piece itſelf, but ſeemed to fear my in- 
tereſt was not ſufficient to ſupport it in the repreſen- 
tation; affirming, that no dramatic compoſition, 
however perſect, could ſucceed with an Engliſh au- 


_ dience by its own merit only; but muſt entirely de- 


pend upon a faction raiſed in its behalf, —Incenſed 
at this unexpected declaration, I reproached him 
bitterly for having trifled with me ſo long; and, 
like my brother Bayes, threatened to carry my per- 
formance to the other houſe, | 


This was actually my intention, when I was given 
to underſtand by a friend, that a nobleman of great 
weight had expreſſed an inclination to peruſe it; and 


that, as intereſt was requiſite, I could not do better 


than gratify his deſire with all expedition. I com- 
mitted it accordingly to the care of my counſellor, 
who undertook to give me a good account of it in 
leſs than a fortnight: but four months elapſed be- 
fore I heard any tidings of my play; and then it 


was 
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was retrieved by pure accident {I believe) from the 
moſt diſhonourable apartment of his lordſhip's 


a | Enraged at the behaviour of this ſupercilious peer, 
and exceedingly mortified at the miſcarriage of all 
my efforts, I wreaked my reſentment upon the in- 
nocent cauſe of my diſgraces, and forthwith con- 
demned it to oblivion, where, in all probability, it 
would have for ever ſlept, like a miſerable abortion, 
had not a young gentleman of learning and taſte 
waked my paternal ſenſe, and perſuaded me not 
only to reſcue it from the tomb, where it had lain 
two whole years, but alſo to new model the plan, 
which was imperfe& and undigeſted before, and 
mould it into a regular tragedy, confined within the 
unities of the drama. 


Thus improved, it fell into- the hands of a gen- 
tleman who had wrote for the tage, and happened 
to pleaſe him ſo much, that he ſpoke of it very cor- 
dially to a young nobleman, ſince deceaſed, who, ian 
the moſt generous manner, charged hianſelf with the 
care of introducing it to the public ; and, in the 


10 0 4 mean 


Drury- lane theatre. It was about the latter end of 


quire the approbation of an eminent wit, who pro- 
poſed a few amendments, and recomended it to a 
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mean time, honoured me with his own remarks, in 
conformity to which, it was immediately altered, 
and offered by his lordſhip to the new manager of 


the ſeaſon when this candid perſonage, to whom I 
owe many obligations for the exerciſes of patience 


he has ſet me, received the performance, which, 
ſome weeks after, he returned, aſſuring my friend 
that he was pre-engaged to another author, but if I 
could be prevailed upon to reſerve it till the enſuing 
winter, he would bring it on,—In the interim, my 


noble patron left London, whither he was doomed 


never to return; and the conſcientious manager 
next ſeaſon, inſtead of fulfilling his own promiſe 
and my expectation, gratified the town with the 
production of a player, the fate of which every body 
knows. *** 
I ſhall leave the reader to make his reflections on 
this event, and proceed to relate the other particulars 
of fortune, that attended my unhappy iſſue, which 
in the ſucceeding ſpring, had the good luck to ac- 


perſon, 
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perſon, by whoſe influence, I laid my account with 
ſeeing it appear at laſt, with ſuch advantage as 
ſhould make ample amends for all my diſappoint- 


ments. 


But here too, I reckoned without my hoſt, The 
maſter of Covent Garden theatre, bluntly rejected 
it, as a piece altogether unfit for the ſtage; even 
after he had told me, in preſence of another gentle- 
man, that he believed he ſhould not venture to 
find fault with any performance which had gained 


the good opinion of the honourable perſon who ap- 
proved and recommended my play. 


Baffled in every attempt, I renounced all 
hopes of its ſeeing the light, when a humane lady 
of quality interpoſed, ſo urgently in its behalf, with 
my worthy friend the other manager, that he very 
complaiſantly received it again, and had recourſe to 
the old myſtery of protraction, which he exerciſed 
with ſuch ſucceſs, ihat the ſeaſon was almoſt con- 
ſumed, before he could afford it a reading. My 
patience being by this time quite exhauſted, I de- 
fired a gentleman, who intereſted himſelf in my 

2 con- 
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concerns, to go and expoſtulate with the vaticide : 
and indeed, this piece of friendſhip he performed 
Vith ſo much zeal, upbraiding him with his evaſive 
and preſumptuous behaviour, that the ſage politician 
was enraged at his reprimand ; and in the mettle 
of his wrath, pronounced my play a wretched 
piece, deficient m language, fentiment, character, 
and plan. My friend, who was furpriſed at the 
hardineſs and ſeverity of this ſentence, aſking how he 
come to change his opinion, which had been more 
favourable when the tragedy was firſt put into his 
hands; he anſwered, that his opinion was not al- 
tered, neither had he ever uttered an expreſſion in 
its favour. 


This was an unlucky affertion—PFor, the other 
immediately produced a letter which I had received 
from- the young nobleman two years before, be- 
ginning with theſe word | 


Sir, I have received Mr. L——'s anſwer ; 

<* who ſays, he thinks your play has indubitable 
«© merit, but has prior promiſes to Mr. T—— a. 
nas an honeſt man, cannot be evade, .”—And 


4 


=: con- 
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concluding thus; . As the manager has promiſed 
| mmmh | 
ebe adviſed by me, reſt &-with me.” | 


Aſter having made fome remarks ſuitable. to the 
occaſion, my friend left him to chew the cud of re- 
flection, the reſult of which was, a meſſage to my 
patroneſs, importing, with many expreſſions of 
duty) that neither the circumſtances of his compa- 
ny, nor the advanced ſeaſon of the year, would 
permit him to obey her command, but if T would 
wait till next winter, and during the ſummer, make 
ſuch alterations as I had agreed to, at a conference 
with ſome of his principal performers, he would 
aſſuredly put my play in rehearſal, and in the mean 
time give me an obligation in writing, for my fur- 
ther ſatisfaction—I would have taken him at his 
word, without heſitation, but was perſuaded to diſ- 
penſe with the proffered ſecurity, that I might not 
ſeem to doubt the influence or authority of. her 
ladyſhip.— The play, however, was altered and 
preſented to this upright director, who renounced 
his engagement, without the leaſt n apology, 
or reaſon aſſigned. 


Thus 
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Thus have I in the moſt impartial manner, (per- 
haps too circumſtantially) diſplayed the conduct of 
thoſe playhouſe managers with whom I have had 
any concern, relating to my tragedy : and what- 
ever diſputes have happened between the actors and 
me, are ſuppreſſed as frivolous animoſities unworthy 


of the reader's attention. 


Had I ſuffered a repulſe when I firſt preſented my 
performance, I ſhould have had cauſe to complain 
of my being excluded from that avenue to the pub- 
lic favour, which ought to lie open to all men of 
genius; and how far I deſerve that diſtinction, I 
now leave the world to decide; after I have, in 
juſtice to myſelf, declared that my hopes of ſucceſs 
were not derived from the partial applauſe of my 
own friends only, but inſpired (as ſome of my 
greateſt enemies know) by the approbation of per- 
ſons of the firſt note in the republic of taſte, whoſe 
countenance, I vainly imagined, would have been 
an effeQual introduction to the ſtage. 


Be that as it will, I hope the unprejudiced ob- 
ſerver will own, with indignation and diſdain, that 
every diſappointment I have endured, was an accu- 
mulated 
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mulated injury; and the whole of my adverſary's 
conduct, a ſeries of the moſt unjuſtifiable equivoca- 
tion and inſolent abſurdity : for, though he may be 
excuſable in refuſing a work of this kind, either on 
account of his ignorance or diſcernment, ſurely, 
neither the one nor the other can vindicate his diſ- 
ſimulation and breach of promiſe to the author, 


Abuſe of prerogative, in matters of greater im- 
portance, prevails ſo much at preſent, and is ſo ge- 
nerally overlooked, that it is almoſt ridiculous to la- 
ment the fituation of authors, who muſt either, at 
once, forego all opportunities of acquiring reputa- 
tion in dramatic poetry, or humble themſelves ſo, 
as to ſoothe the pride, and humour the petulance of 
a meer Goth, who, by the moſt prepoſterous dele- 
gation of power, may become ſole arbiter of this 
kind of writing, 


Nay, granting that a bard is willing to proſtitute 
his talents ſo ſhamefully, perhaps he may never find 
an occaſion to practice this vile condeſcenſion to ad- 
vantage: for, after he has gained admiſſion to a pa- 
tentee (who is often more difficult of | acceſs than a 

ſove- 
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fovereign prince) and even made ſhift to remove all 
other objections, an inſurmountable obſtacle may 
be raiſed by the manager's avarice, which will dif. 
ſuade him from hazarding a certain expence on an 
uncertain iſſue, when he can fill his theatre without 
running any riſk, or diſobliging his principal actors, 
by putting them to the trouble of ſtudying new 
parts.— 


Beſides, he will be apt to ſay within himſelf, <* If 
<< muſt entertain the town with variety, it is but 
natural that I ſhould prefer the productions of 
„ my friends, or of thoſe who have any friends 
worth obliging, to the works of obſcure ſtran- 
« gers, who have nothing to recommend them but 
© a doubtful ſuperiority of merit, which, in all like- 
** lihood, will never riſe in judgment againſt me.“ 

| | 
That ſuch have been the reflections of patentees, 
I believe no man of intelligence and veracity will 
deny; and I will venture to affirm, that on the 
ſtrength of intereſt or connection with the ſtage, 
ſome people have commenced dramatic authors, 
2 who 
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who otherwiſe would have employed their faculties 
in exerciſes better adapted to their capacity. 


After what has been ſaid, any thing by way of 
application would be an inſult on the underſtanding 
of the public, to which I owe and acknowledge the 
moſt indelible obligation for ſormer favours as well 
as for the uncommon encouragement I have received 
in the publication of the following play. , 
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PERSONS or rRZ DRAMA. 


KING or SCOTLAND 
ANGUS 

DUNBAR 

RAMSAY 
- ATHOL 

STUART 

GRIME 

CATTAN 


QUEEN 
ELEONORA 


Guards, Attendants, &c. 
SCENE, a Convent in Prxrn. 


- 


| THE gr: 
R R GO D Be 
Rp 
T. N. 6 "WL 


1 


ACT Il. SCENE Ii. 
A Convent in PERTH, 
An dus, Dux BAR. 


Dux BAR. 


UT that my duty calls, I would decline 
B Th' unwelcome office. Now, when juſtice waves 
Her flaming ſword, and loudly claims her due, 
Thus to arreſt her arm, and offer terms 


Of peace to traitors, who avow their crime, 
Is to my apprehenfion weak, and ſuits 
But little with the majeſty of kings. 
Why ſleeps the wonted valour of our prince? 
B 2 Anu 
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An eU 
Not to th” enſanguin'd field of death alone 
Is Valour limited: ſhe firs ſerene 


| Ih the delib' rate chuncil; ſagely ſcans ” BS 1 
' - The ſource of action; weighs, prevents, provides, 


And ſcorns to count her glories, from the feats 


Of * orcs * | 
Wat — rere it 


To riſk our 5 th' unſure event 


Of one occurrence, naked as we are 
To unforeſeen diſaſter, when the terms 


We proffer may retard th* impending blow ? 


— Better to conquer by delay : : the rage 

Of Athol's fierce adherents, fluſt'd with hope 
Of plunder and revenge, will ſoon abate, 
And ev'ry hour bring ſuccour to our cauſe. 


Dona. | ; 


Well 5 how the piercing eye 
Of calm ſagacity, excels the dint 

Of headſtrong reſolution, Vet, my ſoul 
Pants for a fair occaſion to revenge 

My father's wrongs on Athol's impious head! 


Within 


1 


Ves, Angus, while the blood of March rerol ves 


AT BAGGED THT 38 
Within my veins, the traitor hall ot-Gnd' 1 +» ö! 
His perfidy forgot But what of this ? 2d24 * 
What are my private injuries, compar'd 7 | 
To thoſe he meditates againſt the fate! - 3 1 
Againſt à prince with ev'ry virtue grac li! 
That dignißes the throne, to whom the ties 
Of kindred and allegiance could not bing 


His faithleſs heart: not evin the ſacred bond | 

Of friendſhip unreſervꝰd For well thou ws" | 4 | 
The king ſecurely lid; ned to his voice, r efigitnnh, F 
As to an oracle. a ae 


Ancvus.” 

"Twas there indeed a 

He triumph'dia his guile — Th' unwary prince, 
Sooth'd by his falſe profeſſions; crown'&his guile | 
With bopndleſs confidence ; and little thought uot 20 
That very confidence ſupply'd his/foe- 0 6 6 
With means to ſhake his throne !—While Athol led + 
His royal kinſman thro' the dang'rous path | 
Of ſudden reformation, and obſerv dd 
What murmurs iſſuꝰd from the giddy croud. 
Each popular commotion he ON * v 


By ſecret miniſters ; and diſavo d 47 02 Hh . 
Thoſe very meaſures he himſelf deviſed! 5 : 
| B 3 5 Thus 

| | 
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Thus cheriſh'd long by his flagitious arts, 
Rebellion glow'd in ſecret, *till at length 

His ſcheme mature, and all our loyal thanes 
At their own diſtant homes repos'd ſecure, ' 
The flame burſt out. Now from his native hills, 
With his accomplice Grime, and youthful heir, 
Impet'ous Stuart, like a ſounding ſtorm 

He ruſhes down with five revolting clans ; 
Diſplays a ſpurious title to the crown, 

Arraigns the juſtice of this monarch's ſway, 
And by this ſudden torrent; means, no doubt, 
To ſweep him from the throne, 


D UNBAR, 4 
53 1 v8 |- Aſpiring villain! | 
A fit aſſociate has he choſe : a wretch $71 

Of ſoul more ſavage breathes not vital air, „ 

Than Grime : but Stuart till of late, maintain'd | 
A fairer fame. 


Axcvs. | ATP 
A cheriſh'd hope expires 
In his diſhonour too! While 3tuart's ear 


Was deaf to vicious counſel, and his ſoul 
 Remained unſhaken, by th* enchanting lures |. | 


i 


Which 
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Which vain ambition ſpread before his eye, 

He bloom'd the pride of Caledonia's youth, 

In virtue, valour and external grace. 

For thou ſole rival of his fame, wa'ſt train * 
To martial deeds, in climes remote, . bh 


D UN B Ak. 
O Thane! 

' Whatever wreaths from danger's leely creſt 
My ſword hath won; whatever tolls ſaſtain'd 
Beneath the ſultry noon, and cald, damp night 
Could ne'er obtain for me one genial ſmile | | 
Ox her, who bleſs that happy rival's vous 
With mutual love Why ſhould I dread to own 
The tender throbbings of my captive heart! 
The melting paſſion which has long inſpir'd - 
My breaſt for Eleonora, and iplore | | 
A parent's ſanction to ſupport my claim? 

Ancus., 2 
Were ſhe more fair and gentle than ſhe is, 
And to my partial eye, nought e'er appear d x 
So gently fair, I would approve thy claim 
To her peculiar ſmiles, >a 


B 4 | Dura. 
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Dounvan. 
| Then will le. | 
With unremitted 2. to ſubdue 
Her coy reluctance; ; while I ſcorn the threats 
Of frantic Jealouſy that flames unrein -d 
In Stuart's breaſt !——But ſee ! the fair one comes, 
In all the pride of dazzling charms array d. 


ee 


Ancvs, Dunz an, ELEONORA. 


Euzonona. 


Something of moment, by a freſh diſpatch | 
Imparted to the king, requires in haſte _ K | 


The preſence of my fire, 
* Ancvs. 
Forbear a while 


- Thy parly with the foe ; and here attend 
Our conſultation's inue.— 115 I. 


TRAGEDY) 


SCENE. UW. 
Dosen, ELronona, 
| Dunoan. n zu 
: * Ill it ſuits Are 
A ſoldier's tongue, to plead the cauſe of love, 
In phraſe adapted to the tender theme: | 
But truſt me, beauteous wonder when I ſwear 
Not the keen impnlſe, and impatient hope 
Of glory, glowing in the warrior's breaſt, ' 
With more awak*ned tranſ] port, f11'd my ſoul 
When the fierce battle rag'd, than that 1 fee! 
At thy approach!—My tongue has oft reveal'd" 520 
The dictates of my heart; but thou, averſe 


With cold diſdain, haſt ever chill'd my hopes, , 
And ſcorn'd my proffer'd vows — 


— 0 
e 


totes Brbonons 
_ O youth, [beware Hall 

Let nor the flow'ry ſenes of joy and peace, "+ 1% oh 

That faithleſs paſſion to the view preſents, | 

Enſnare thee into woe Thou little know 'I 

What miſchief lurk in each deceitful charm 3 ae 

Wenn 9 & eee ee 44 


* 
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| * 
Dun BAR. 

| Keen are the pangs 

Of hapleſs love, and paſſion unapprov'd : 
But where conſenting wiſhes meet, and vows 
Reciprocally breath'd, confirm the tie, 
Joy rolls on joy, an inexhauſted ftream ! 
And virtue crowns the ſacred ſcene with peace ! 


ELEONORA, 


Hlufion all ! the phantoms of a, mind 
That o'er its preſent fate repining, courts . 
The vain reſource of Fancy's airy dreams.— 
War is thy province. War be thy purſuit,— 
Dux 2. | 
O! thou would tell me, I am ſavage all— 
Too much eſtrang'd to the ſoft arts of life, | 
To warm thy breaſt !—Yes, war has been my ſchool— 
War's rough ſincerity, unſkill'd in modes 
Of peaceful commerce—Soften'd not the leſs 
-- pious truth, humanity and love. | 


| ELEON ORA, 
Yes :—I were envious to refuſe applauſe, 
When ev'ry mouth is open'd in thy praiſe, — 


= 
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I were ungrateful not to yield tifee more, | 
Diſtinguiſh'd by thy choice; and tho' my heart 
Denies thee love, thy virtues have n b 
Th' eſteem of Eleonora. 


Dunzan, 


| O !. thy TPO 

Would fire the hoary hermit's languid ſoul 
With ecſtaſies of pride! How. then ſhall I, 
Elate with ev'ry vainer hope, that warms 
Th aſpiring thought of youth, thy praiſe ſuſtain 
With moderation : Cruelly benign! 
Thou haſt adorn'd the victim; but, Me: 
Thou likewiſe giv'ſt the blow !— 

— Tho” Nature's hand - 

With ſo much art has blended ev'ry grace 
In thy enchanting form, that ev'ry eye | 
With tranſport views thee, and conveys unſeen 
The ſoft infection to the vanquiſh'd ſoul,” 
Yet wilt thou not the gentle paſſion own, 
That vindicates thy ſway 1-— | 


ET ION oA. 


| 0 gilded c! 
More fir than roly morn, when ir the be. 


A 
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Ofer the dew-brighten'd verdure of the e 
But more deceitful, tyrannous, and fel! 
| Than ſyrens, tempeſts, and devouring flame 
| May I neer ſicken, languiſh and-deſpair- 
Within thy dire domain i—Liſten, ye powers ! 
And yield your ſanction to my purpos'd vo. 
1 If c'er my broal 8 | . 


4 
| 
| 
| 


4 Aan . 
For ever let me pine 


I fecret miſery, divar&'d from hebe: 
But ah, forbear! nor forfeit iy own pe | 
Perhaps in one raſh MOMent,—— 


” 0 * - 
2 


f len ene un * IV. | 
d lac hand” © 
WE: ' 6 Sor: 7 d- Sa 
4 | From the tower . | +1 
That fronts the hills, n « moving le N 
Is now deſcry d: and from the ſouthern gate 2 
A cloud of duſt is ſeen to roll, the gleam 
Of burniſh'd arms, oft thro? the duſcy ſphere 
| Salutes the dazeled eye a loyal band 


wich valiant: Randſay;' from the banks of Tweed,” 


13 | | 
— $44 ae 7 1 
1 5 That 
. | | 
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That haſtens to our ald. The frtt, ſuppos'd* -- 
The rebel tram of Athol— By comm] ttt +1 
Of Angus, I attend thee, to demand | | 
An audience of * 1 NA 2 2 


— 


D e 2 
e 1 follow fright. 
AAS lu Hera 


Whate'er is amiably fair—Whate'er | n 
Nn ve off I 
Inſpires chez gen⸗ ous aim | of chaſte defire, TOI 


ine * 104, 
My ſoul e contemplates and adores i in thee | 
Yet will I not with vain complainings, vex N Ws 
Thy gentle nature,—My anblemiſh'd love © 850 
Shall * in my behalf. * (E. Bus 
110 2 04 5 
12 nt CHAR ee ee 


E IR OU e 429 [431499 Mt 
5 Adieu, brave youth! 3 
Why art thou doom d to Tuffer Fraitlefs pains F? 1 N : 
And why, alas! am I the deſtin'd weten 
That muſt inflict them —-Agonizing thought! 
I yielded up my fond, believing heart : 
To him who baſely left it, for the charms 
Of treacherous ambition !—haplebs Stuart! 


A 
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How art thou chang'd ! how loſt ! thy cruel fate, 
Like x falſe bal, ſmiles thee into ruin !. 


| 8s EN Z 
Enter STUART diſguiſed like a prieſt. 
STUART, ELEONORA. 


| STUART. 
The mighty ſchemes of empire, ſoar too high — 
For your diſtinction, daughter.—Simple woman 
Is weak in intelle&, as well as frame, | 


And judges often from the partial voice 
That ſoothes her wiſhes moſt. [Diſcovering himſelf. 


EL.zONOR A; 


| Ha, frantic youth! 
What guilty purpoſe leads thy daring ſteps 
To this forbidden place Art thou not come 


Beneath that facred veil, the more to brave : 


Th aven gin g hand of heav' n? 


3 


STUART. i ) 
SE | No- that I read 
The 3 of danger, where each boſom pants 


| Wap keen revenge againſt me, peak. aloud 
The 
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The fervour of my love—My love miſplac'd ! 
Elſe, would'ſt thou not receive the gen'rous proof 
With anger and diſdain.— 
| ELEONORA- 


Have I not cauſe 
To drive thee from my heart 2—Haſt thou not chac'd. 
All faith, and truth, aud loyalty from thine? 
Say, haſt thou not conſpir'd againſt thy prince? 
A prince! who cheriſh'd. thee with parent's Land. 1 
With friendſhip honour'd thee, and ev'ry day 
With bounteous favour crown'd thy riſing wiſh ? 


98 STUART. 
Curſe on his arts !—his aim was to enflave 
Th' aſpiring ſoul, to ſtifle and repreſs 
Th' energing dictates of my native right, 0 
To efface the glowing i images within, 
Awak'd by glory, and retain by fraud 
The ſceptre he uſurps! 


e 


Ilhznaſidious charge! | 
As feeble as unjuſt ! for, clear as * 
In courſe direct 


46. - THERBGLOIDB: 


STUART, 
In idle argument 

Let us not now conſume the precious hour ; 
The middle ftream i is paſs'd; ; and the ſafe ſhore 
Invites our dauntleſs footlteps— Vonder ſun 

That climbs the noon-tide arch, already ſees 
Twelve thouſand vaſſals, marchin g in the train 

| Of warlike Athol ; and before the ſhades | | 

Of ev'ning deepen, Perth's devoted walls 

Will ſhake before them—F'er the tempeſt roars, 
I come to ſnatch OT: th * ſtorm— 


Euzonona 


O impotent of thongke 0 dead to fame! 
Shall I for pompous infamy forego 
Th' internal pune that virtue calls 275 on! 


$TvanrT. 

Or, ſay thy love, inconſtant as the wave, 
Another obje& claims, —Falſe—perjur'd maid! 
I mark'd thy minion, as he charm'd thine ear 
With grov'ling adulation.—Yes, I ſaw 
Thy looks, in artful languiſhment, diſcloſe 
Thy yielding ſoul, and heard thy tongue proclaim 

The * of Dunbar — 


1 
Eczonona. dof 


. 
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BTH. 
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31 


ec 0 
I ſcorn thy mean ſuſpicion, and renounce 


Thy paſſion with thy crimes,—Tho? bred in camps, 


Dunbar 1s gentle, gen 'rous and humane; 
Poſſeſs d of ev 'ry manly, graces to \ win 
The coyeſt virgin 8 beart.— 


388 * NT 301 u £ 
87 A 7 . 


Perditlon. whelm 
The proſtrate ſycophant may heav'n exhauſt 


Its thunder on my head—may hell | diſgorge 
Infernal plagues to blaſt me, if I ceaſe 


To perſecute the caitif, eil his blood 


Fr een fy pL 


> 3 


Aſſuage my parch'd revenge |—perkidious. ſlave 1 | 
To ſteal berween me and my darling hops !— | 


The traitor durſt not, had I been—O vows ! 
Where is your obligation ?&Elebniora ! 
o lovely canal! fete an c E- 


# * Py 
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Rage on fierce youth, more 8 ſtorm 


8 
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That howts on Thule's ſhore l-ch' e 5 


Tod credulouſly fond! who gave away 
Cc. 
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Her heart fo laviſhly, deſerves to wed 

The woes that from her indiſcretion flow! 
Let ev'n my folly ſhould, with thee, obtain 
A fairer title and a kinder fate !— 


STvuaRT. 
Ha! weep'ſt thou ?—witneſs all ye ſacred pow'rs ! 
Her philtres have undone me !—lo, my wrath 
Subfides again to love !—Enchantreſs! fay, 
Why haſt thou robb'd me of my reaſon thus? 


ELEZO NORA. 


Has Eleonora robb'd thee 0 recal 

Thoſe flatt'ring arts thy own deceit employ'd 

To wreck my peace !—recal thy fervent vows 

Of conſtant faith—thy fighs and ardent looks ! 
Then whiſper to thy ſoul, thoſe vows were falfe— 

Thoſe fighs —— 12 thoſe looks difguis'd ! 


STUART. 


Thou thou are chang'd—but Stuart fil! the ſame! 
Ev'n while thou chid'ſt me, ev'ry tender wiſh 
Awakes anew, and in my glowing breaſt 

 Unutterable fondneſs pants again — 

. — Wilt thou not ſmile again, as when, rechn'd 


By 


. \ 


By Tay's ſmooth -gliding ſtream, we ſoftly breath'd 
Our mutual paſſion to the vernal breeze ? 


ELEONORA. 
Adieu—dear ſcenes adieu !—ye fragrant paths 
So eourted once !—ye ſpreading boughs, that wave | 
' Your bloſſoms o'er the ſtream !—=delightful ſhades ! - 
Where the bewitching muſic of thy tongue, | 
Firſt charm'd my captive ſoul |—when gentle loves ; 
Inſpir'd the ſoothing tale !—Love--ſacred love 
That lighted up his flame at Virtue's lamp! 1 


STUART. 


In Time's eternal round, ſhall we not hail | 

Another ſeaſon equally ſerene ?—— | 3 

Fo day, in ſnow array'd, ſtern Winter rules | 

The ravag'd plain—Anon the teeming earth 

| Unlocks her ſtores; and ſpring adorns the year: 

And ſhall not we while Fate, like Winter, DE q 

Expect reyolving bliſs? ? endet 1 
1 


Erze 


29992 1 nnn 
To loyalty and e el Rede K 
Would welcome thee again! 5 6 ks 
| 8 Axevs. 
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Ancvs Within. 


Guard ev'ry gate 
That none may *ſcape— | 
ELEONORA. 
Ha !--whither wilt thou fly ? 
Diſcover'd and beſet ! | 
STUART... 
Let Angus come— 
His ſhort-liv*d pow'r I ſcorn— 


[Throws away his diſguiſe. 


SCENE VIE 


Enter Au cus with Guards, STuarT, ELzoxora. 


Ancus. | | 
What dark reſolve 
By ofvony Adil plann'd, has hither led 
Thy ſteps preſumptuous ? Eleonora, Hence. 


It ill befits thee - but, no more—away— 


' I'll brook no anſwer— | © [ Exit Eleonora. 


—'Is it not enough, 
To uf Rebellion's impious brand en high, 


And ſcorch the face of Faith ; that ye thus creep 


1 


4 


\ 


J 


In 


A TRAGEDY. 
In ruffian ambuſh, ſeeking to perform 
. IN WR 


STUART. 


Thou little know'ſt me—or thy rankling hate 


Defrauds my courage. Wherefore ſhould I ſkulk 
Like the diſhonour'd wretch, whoſe hireling fteel 


In ſecret lifted, wreaks with human gore, 
When valiant Athol haſtens at the head 
Of warlike thouſands, to aſſert our cauſe ? 


Ax, 5 
The cauſe of nike never was confin'd 
To deeds of apen war; hut fall adopts 
The ſtab of crouching murder. Thy revolt, 
The ſtern contraction of thy ſullen brow, | - 
And this diſguiſe, apoſtate l ſpeak thee bent 
On fatal errand. — 8 


STUART. 


'# 


That has ſeeſt me here 


Unarm'd, alone, from Angus might Wan 


A fair interpretation —Stuart's love 

Pleads not in myſtic terms; nor are my vos 

To Eleonora, cancel'd or unknown—— 
"C5 


Vom 


——— — 
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Vows by thyſelf indulg'd, e'er Envy yet, 

Or Folly had induc'd thee, to embrace. 
The fortune's of our foe.— Thy foul reproach 
My ſoul retorts on thee! and mark, proud lord , 


Revenge will have its turn — 


ANGU 8, 


Ha! muſt 1 * 
A beardleſs calthes inſults ?—'tis not mine 
To wage a fruitleſs-war of words with thee, 
Vain-glorious ſtripling.— While thine aims were juft, 
I ſeal'd thy title to my daughter's love ; 


But now, begrim'd with treaſon, as thou art, 


By heav'n ! not diadems and thrones ſhall bribe 
My approbation but the king himſelf a 


Shall judge thy conduct Guards * 


SCENE VIII. 
POE 2410.00 9.0.4, who kneels, 


—— O! let me thus 
Implore compaſſion, at a parent's knees, | 


Who neꝰ' er refus'd— 


Ancvus, 


Ax o us. 


Thine origin is drawn.—Thy. mother's ſoul 

In purity excell'd the ſnowy fleece 

That cloathes our northern hills! —her youthful charms, 
Her artleſs bluſh, her look ſeverely ſweet, 

Her dignity of mien and ſmiles of love = 

Survive in thee—Let me behold thee too 


Her honour's heireſs— [Exit Angas. 


SCENE IX, 
| EL EZONW ORA. 
To this Ill-omen'd honour ! ſacrifice. 
Life's: promis'd joys to its auſtere decree ; 
And vindicate the glories of my race, 
At the fad price of peace !—If Athol's arms 
(Which heav'n avert I) to treaſon add ſucceſs, 
C 4 CIP My 


3 
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My father's death will join his ſov'reign's fall! 
And if the cauſe of royalty prevail, 
Each languid hope with Stuart muſt expire !— 
1 From thought to thought, perplex'd, in vain 1 ſtray, 
To pining anguiſh doom'd, and fell diſmay! 


— 1 | | 


| END OF THE, FIRST, ACT, 


ACT 


"A"TRAGEDY. Jas 


ya 
f 


<4 1 | 


ACT II. Scene continues, 
Ancus, DunBaR. 


Dos 


Y dens n it ir glads me, that my ſword ſhall find 
An ample field to-day.— The king arous'd, 
Chafes like a lion in the toils betray d! P. 1 


An'cvus. 
I mark'd his indignation, as it roſe 
At Achol's proud reply, from calm concern 
To anxious tumult, menacing diſdain, | 
And overboiling wrath. But ſay, my friend, © 
How move the rebels ?—Are their ranks diſpos'd {1 
By military {kill ?—Or come they on 


In undiſtinguiſh'd crouds? DAT 
DugBAR. | 
In concourſe rade 


They ſwarm undiſciplin'd—all arm'd alike 


With ſword and target.—On their firſt aſſault 
(Fearleſs 


——— Yo n mom my ww 
N - 
” 
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(Fearleſs indeed and headlong I) all their hopes 
Of conqueſt, muſt depend.—If we, unbroke, 
Suſtain their onſet ; little kill'd in war, 
To wheel, to rally and renew the charge, 
Confuſion, havock and diſmay will ſeize 


, The aſtoniſh'd rout — 


Ax o us. 


What numbers bring they on? 


DunBaR, 14; 


Fen thouſand, as I gueſs. 


Ax cus. 


Ours ſcarce amount 


To half the number; yet, with thoſe, we mean 


To hazard an encounter. Thou, mean while, 
Shalt viſit ev'ry paſſage, ſound th' alarm, 
And man the city-walls.— Here I attend 

The king—and lo! he comes [ Exir. Dunbar. 


SCENE It, 
Kine, AN Gus. 
| KING. | | 
— The commonweal 


Has been conſulted. Tender neſs and zeal 
. | Became 


"A TRAGEDY,” oy 
Became the parent. Thoſe have nought avail'd, 
Now, let correction ſpeak the king incens'd ! 


| A x GUS, D 
Not without cauſe, my ge, ſhall dread rebuke 
Attend your royal wrath, —What reign ſhall ſeape 
Rebellion's curſe, when your paternal ſway 
Has hatch'd the baneful 1. ? 


KI o. 

Let heaven decide 
Between me and my foes.— That I would ſpare 
The guiltleſs blood which muſt our quarrel dye, _ 
No other proof requires, than my advance 
To reconcilement—oppoſite perhaps - _ 
To my own dignity.—But I will riſe 
In vengeance mighty ! and diſpel the clouds 
That have bedim'd my ſtate. 


Arcus. 


The odds are great 
Between the does Gen but our cauſe i is juſt : 
Our ſoldiers regularly train'd to war, | 
And not a breaſt among us, entertains 


A doubt of ViStorm. ; of 


* 


es THE REGICIDE: 


Xing: 


O valiant thane! 
Experienc'd oft, and ever truſty found! 
Thy penetrating eye, and active zeal 
| Firſt brought this foul conſpiracy to light 3 
And now thy faithful vaſſals firſt appear 
In arms for my defence Thy recompence 5 
My love ſhall ſtudy. 


. ANGUs. 
Blotted be my name 
From honour's records, when I ſtand aloof, £94314 
Regardleſs of the danger that ſurrounds | 
The fortunes of .f (ont ir 


KixG, ' Hd 2:24 
Mean time, our care muſt be, to obviate, 


With circumſpettion and preventive ſkill, 


C 
* 


Their numbers. —In unequal conflict joins 

Th' unwieldy ſpear that loads the borderer, 

With the broad targe and expeditious ſword : 

The loyal band that from the hills of Lon  _ ' 

| Arriv'd, ſhall in our front advance, and ftand © | 
MO Wird 


AT RAGE D v. 


With targe to targe, and blade to blade oppos'd 7 


The ſpears extended form the ſecond line, 

And our light archers hover to and fro; 

To gall their flanks, Whatever accident 

In battle ſhall befal, thy vigilance 

Will remedy.—Myſelf will here remain 

To guard the town, and with a ſmall reſerve, 

(If need requires) thine exigence ſupply. 
Avevs. 


29 


With joy; the glorious talk I ukdertake 1 —[Exeaze. 


[CENCE 
Den, RAST. 


Rur. 


They halt, and occupy the narrow- — 

Form'd by the river and tl impending hill; 
With purpoſe, as J deem, to charge our hoſt 
On the ſmall "Gr that Kits thi tors — 


bvse | 


* 


Thus . their uſeleſs a invole 
Themſelves in tumult, to our arms ſecure 


7 
„ 0 = - * - 
. = ” 1 
” : : *E 5 1 
þ 2 


91 
\ 


An 
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An eaſy conqueſt, and retard their flight,— 
| To Angus hie thee ſtraight with this advice.— 
My taſk perform'd, I wait the king's command 
In this appointed place, [Exit Nam ſay. 


SCENE IV. 
ELE0NnORA, Dux BAR. 
E LEON ORA. 


I ſought thee, youth.— 
Ere yet this dreadful eriſis ſhall decide 
The public fate, let us to private woe 
Devote one moment rell me, brave Dunbar, 
Wilt thou not, from the hurry of the day, 
One moment ſnatch to hear me, and condole 
The anguiſh of my ſoul ?— 


DunBaR 1 95 
O Eleonora 
Sooner ſhall the parch'd traveller refuſe 
The gelid fountain, than my raptur'd ſoul 
The muſic of thy tongue! What grief profanes 
Thy ſpotleſs boſom ?—happy ! far above 
The pride of conquerors, were I to caſe 
Thy forrow”s pangs -x 

7; ELzonota 


— — 
- 


| 


4 TI 401 Un © 


EIZO oA. 
Thy gen'rous heart alone 
Can brook the enterprize— + | 


DunBar 
O! taſk my love; 35 
That I more ſwift than gales that ſweep the plain, 
May fly to thy relief! * 
ELEZONYOAA. 
Then ſummon up 
Thoſe elevated thoughts that lift the foul | 


To virtue's higheſt pinnacle; the boon 


My miſery demands, will erave them all — 
1 10 K 


l 
Be it to 8 menäces of death 
In ſhape however horrid, ſo my faith 
And love remain inviolate, my heart | 
Beats with unuſual ander; and demands vip? 
The teſt, 9 | e 


. * 
1 . * * 
1 o 


| Bizonon a, 


 FriendleGs and fals 
In fetters Stuart lies ! 


- DUNBAR: 


— ny — * 
= ww. -, m—— 


14 
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Dux BAR. 


Ha! 


EL EO NORA. 
| : From the ſnares 
Of gloomy fate releaſe him.— 


Duni. 
| Cruel maid !— 

Nay, let me call thee barbarous ! in ſpite 

Of adoration.—Could thy mind ſuggeſt 

No forward ſlave, to ſet thy lover free, 

But a deſpairing rival ?—"Tis not giv'n, 

Th impaſlion'd ſoul of man to execute 

A deed fo fatal to its own repoſe ! 


ELEON ORA. 


J ſought not witneſs ye celeſtial powers! 


1 


To aggravate thy pain. My mind, perplex'd, 
 Revolv'd. in filent woe, nor could unload 
Her burden to another.— Thou alone, | 

Haſt won my fair opinion and my truſt; 


And to thy word indebted, honour claims 
Th' engagement all her owii,— 


DunBaAR. 


A TRAGEDY. 33 
D e 
vet, with e 
Was that n my loyalty and love | 
Were ſacred ey'n from that: nor can I looſe 
His chains, without an injury to both |—_ 


EIZO. 
Cold—unaſpiring is the love that dwells © 
With tim'rous caution ; and the breaſt untouch'd 
By glory's godlike fervour, that retains | 
The ſcruples of diſcretion. —Let the winds 
That have diſpers'd thy promiſe, ſnatch thy VOWS 2 


Donna 
Shall I, thro? raſh enthuſiaſm, wed 
Eternal anguiſh ?-=Shall I burſt afunder 
The bonds of awfal juſtice, to preſerve 
The ſerpent that has poiſon'd all my peace i- 
No, ADCs !—blaſted RY 


eat.” ub, 
br | Take heed 15 
Nr by « an oath precipitate, inv x] =. 
_ Thy fate beyond reſource : For know, Dunbar, 
The love of Stuart, with his guilt abjur'd, 
D 


% THE REGIC1DE: 
This morn, my ſolemn vow to heav'n appeal'd, 
Hath ſever'd us for ever 


\ Dunnan. 

SEG ha Then, I'm fill! 

Still as the _ calm, when the huſh'd wave 
No longer foams before the rapid ſtorm !— 

Let the young traitor periſh, and his name 

In dark oblivion rot.— ; | 


ELZONORA- 
Shall J, alas! | 
| Suplacly favage, from my ears exclude 
The cries of youthful woe ?—of woe intail'd 
By me too !—TIf my heart denies him love, 
My pity, ſure, may flow Has he not griefs , 
That wake ev'n thy compaſſion ?—Say, Dunbar, 
Unmov'd could'& thou ſurvey th* unhappy youth 
(Whom but this morn beheld in pride of hope | | 
And pow'r magnificent!) firetch'd on the ground 
Of a damp dungeon, - groaning with deſpair ! | 
With not one friend his ſorrows to divide, 
And chear his lone diſtreſ ? 


bo fiir ü be, ind fs Grove & wand. 1 
When thy ſoft heart with kind compation glow, r 
Shall I the tender ſentiment repreſs : 


No !—let me rather hail the focial pang ; 
And ev'ry ſelfiſh appetite ſubdu'd, ' 
Indulge a flame ſo gen 'raus and nne 

Away with each emotion that ſuggeſts 

A rival favour'd and a traitor freed ! 

My love unbounded reigns, and feorns to own 
RefleQtion's narrow limits !—Yes, oy fir” 3 
This hour he ſhall be free. [Elz — 


8 C E N E V. 
Et SONOR A. 


O wond'rous pouee 
Of love beneficent O gen'rous youth ! * 
What recompence (thus bankrupt as I am 90 nw 
Shall ſpeak my grateful ſoul ! A poor return 
Cold friendſhip renders to the fervid hope 
Of fond defire ! and my invidious fate F | 
NE Woe D 2 __ Allows 
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Allows no more.—But let me not bewail, 

With. avarice of grief, my private woe; 

When pale with fear, and harraſs'd with alarm, 

My royal miſtreſs, ſtill benign to me, 

The zealous tender of my duty claims, [Exits 


SCENE VI. 
Diſcovers STUART in chains, 
STUART. 


Curſe on my headſtrong paſſion !—TI have carn'd 
The wages of my folly !—lIs it thus 
My faithleſs deſtiny requites my hope? 


SCENE VI, 
STUART, DUNBAR, 


STUART. 82 
Ha! com'ſt thou to inſult my chains ?"Twas well | 
My unpropitious dzmon gave me up | 
To your reſentment, tamely.— 5 


Dux za. 


A TRAGEDY. - 


| To cru 
1 and heap 

Affliction on th' afflicted, is the mark 8 
And the mean triumph of a daſtard foul.— 


Tris what Dunbar diſdains.—Perhaps, I come 


To pity, n | 


7 


| 


Theſe ſlaviſh manacles, that I may ſcourge. 
This wretched arrogant 


| Doss 


True courage ſcorns 


To vent her proweks in a m of Ne 


And to the valiant, actions ſpeak alone — _ 


Then let my deeds approve me. I am come 
To give thee inſtant freedom.— 


START. 


I tall be fee then,—An ape minifer 
D 3 


To pity |—Torture ) am T'ful'a-Go low fl. Wan 
Ha! recreant move thy pity Hell untie 


Mean'ft thou death ? 1 


. 8111 


N THY RROIC IBE. 


Th' uſurper has ordain'd to rare 
His ſecret murders,” * * 
3/115 7 'K 


| , (DUNBAR, 8 c - 
So © Why wilt thou bee 2p. 
Thy own intelligence: ?—Thou know'k, my ſword 
Was ne'er accuſtom'd to che bravo's ſtab; _ , 
Nor the deſigns of him ſo falſely ſtil d 
Uſurper, ever ſully'd with a ſtain 


Of cruelty or guile.— My purpoſe is, 

To knock thy-ferters of, condutt thee ae A cl 
Without the:city-confines, * 1 
To liberty and Athol, | dm 2\ ml Sed T 


sruenr. 


" Fawning coward ! 
Thou thou reſtore me !—thou unbind my chains! 
Impoſſible — Thy fears that T may TIF, , 
Like vulture gag bt Os 1 = 


. . LE 
. 4 2 13 - 4 4 * LAST © 44 - f fy 4 
4 


: 


Donnan: | 


When the battle j Joins, 


> N. 


STUART. 


A TRAGEDY.' 5 


STUART. 

| When the battle joins !— 
—Away difſembler !--Sooner wouldꝰſt thou beard 
The lion in ee this Fairly mort” | 


My valour on the plain | 
9 
Hal whoart thou, 
That I ſhould dread thy threats i-By keav u + high throne! 
I'll meet thee in a deſert, to thy teeth | | * 


Proclaim thy treachery, and with my ſword 
Explore thy faithleſs heart —Meanwhile, my ſteps 
Shall guide thee to the field, * hy at 


Stuart is unchained, and proved with . 


aer 
STUART, Ng iolbened ID 


. No!--Lightaing os N 
If I become thy debtor, proud Dunbar! 


hho eng tn 42 1 nt 
My free-born will.—Here, captive as I amm 
Thy laviſh'd obligation ſhall not buy | 


My * . nor f tay reyenge ! 


* dont = 
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| Dunn Ax. 
Alike unpleaſant would it be to me, 
To court thy love, or deprecate thy hate: 
What I have proffer'd, other motives urg'd— 
The gift is Eleonora's.—- 

\ $TvarrT, 

| Sacred powers ! 
Let me not underſtand thee !—Thou haſt rous'd 
My ſoul's full fury —In the blood that warms 
Thine heart, perfidious, I will flake mine ire! 


| DunBar. 


fn all my conduct, inſolent of heart! 

What haſt thou mark d ſo abject and ſo 4 - 
That thy foul tongue its licence thus avows ? | 
To boundleſs paſſion ſubject, as thyſelf, 
Wild tumult oft my reaſon overwhelms !— 


Then tempt me not too far, leſt blindfold wrath. 


TRIO my ſoul, and IE ruin cruſh 


STYarT. 
| In this accurſed place 
Let me be ſhackled—rivotted with bolts, 


Til 


AT RAGE Dx. 4 
Till the ruſt gnaw my carcaſe to the bone, 
If my heart throbs not for the combat, here !— 
Ev'n here, where thou art, lord Ha l do'ft thou ſhake ? 


By heav'n, thy quiv'ring lip - TI 
Confeſs pale terror and . 


Dunnas.. | 505 
—Away — n 
Away, lewd railer —not thy fland'rous Crane, 
$0 fruitful of invectives, ſhall provoke me 
To wreak unworthy vengeance on thee, ſaſe 
In thy captivity :—But ſoon as war » 
Shall cloſe th* encountring hoſts, I in find thee out— 
Aﬀert my claim to Eleonora's love, | 
And tell thee, what thou art. | 


& 3 15 


STAAT. 
I burn—I rage! 
My fell revenge conſumes me !—But no more 
Thou ſhalt not *ſcape me—Goaded by my wrong, 
I'll hunt thee thro? the various ſcenes of death !— | _ 
Thou ſhalt be found — 8 


”" 


- Wa” Dona 
| been in thr hope. 

Ir. 

SCENE 
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8 CEN E VIII. Changes, 
Kro, Qyvzzn, attended. 


xk ING. 
Courageous Angus ſhall not be oerpower'd— 
Myſelf will tying him 24.— 


1 nns. 
| A Alas! my prince! 


"tn +4 2 (7:74 K 1 
What means the gentle partner of my heart? 
Diſmiſs thy fears. — This day will diffipate 
The cauſe of thy diſmay.—Ev'n now, I go 
To pluck the wreath of victory, and lay 
Freſh laurels in thy lap. | 


5 7 oP 
Ah! why let in 
A train of harpy ſorrows to my breaſt !— 
Ah! why in your own precious life, expoſe 
Your kingdom's ſafety, and your conſort's peace 
Wet me reſtrain you from the field to-day.— 


There 


* A'TRAGEDY: © i 
There is no fame—no glory to be wan 
From a revalter's brov.— 


1 71 c | 2 1 8 
ols Th 11,90 nog zo 30 QUIET BG 4 


PR PN K* L. tre id bid und ads of | 

Tos le »6 we The pablck weal ._ 
Commands — taint my name. 
e an | MA been 


7 d te „atze tame yt - 
Ul- omen'd tali 
That like the raven's croak, inyades my quiet ! 
O! would to heaven, our minutes ſmoothly roll'd 
In humble ſalitude, with meek-ey'd peace ! > a" wag Ht 


Nemate ſtom royalty, and all the cares 
That brood around f the throne |— | 


bank : 0 Kinde d eee den 
Unfeeling eaſe, and private bliſs forego, 

When public miſery implores our aid.-— 
What dignity of tranſport feels the prince, 
Who, from the fangs of fierce oppreſiive power, 
A people reſcues ? 


 Quann, 
What dreadful oft . 
ol danger ky nn 


4 


3 xo: 


\ 
* 
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Kino. 4 | n 
Diſeaſe confers 
— heakk and glory 
Is the fair child of peril.— Thou thyſelf 
My conduct wilt applaud, ſoon as thy mind 
Its native calm regains, and reaſons ſways 
Uncheck'd by fear Secure till my return 
Remain within, and ev'ry thought indulge 
1 
Qn. 5 
Heav'n crown your valour with a wreath, 
dee IR "OF ( L 
Swift, bs theta A 
The choſen citizens —— 
| Enter RANMS AT. 


8G ENR 1X. 

EK IN d attended, RAA SAY. 
RAMSAY- 

ECD, O fatal chance! 

The traitor Grime, with a ſelected band, ad 00 

; (While 


A TRAGEDY. 4x 

(While Angus, preſs'd on every fide, ſuſtains 
Th' unequal fight) a ſecret path purſu'd 
Around the hills, and pouring all at once, 
Surpriz'd the eaſtern gate the citizens 
With conſternation ſmote, before his arms 
In rout diſorder'd fly !— 
| 
Kine. 

Ha! then the wheel 
| Of fow fell diode nts i eat as Es 
Nor leaves one pauſe for conduct — et I'll bear 
My fortunes like a king—haſte and collect 
The ſcattered parties—Let us not ſubmit 3 
Ere yet ſabdu'd—to arms | L Dratuiag. 5 


RAA AT. 


Alas my prince! os ; 
The convent is beſet—Hark ! while we ſpeak | 
The gave are durſb=—Behald; | 


Eixo. 


We = muſt prevent : ey 4 
The pangs of ling ring len. and fall | 
With honour, as we liv'd— 


SCENE” 


| 
| 
| 
f 
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" BP” * 
4 4 _ - ——_ - 
-- "Ry. * . 4 — 0 . 


$CENE A. 


Kix o 8 Far apt Gin with fol 


lowers burſting in. "NED 


Kinc. 
What bold contempt 
Of Majeſty, thus rudely dares intrude 


Into my private ſcenes ? 


Grime. 


The hour is fled; 


That ſaw thy wanton tyranny impoſe 

The galling yoke—Yes, I am come to wreſt 
The proſtituted ſceptre from thy hand, 

And drag thee fetter'd to the royal throne 
Of Walter, whom I ſerve, | 


5 Kins. 
Outragious wretch | 
Grown old in treachery ! whoſe ſou! untam'd, 
No mercy ſoftens, and no laws reſtrain ! 


Thuy life thrice forfeited, my pity thrice 


From juſtice hath redeem'd ; yet art thou found 


* 


Still | 


A” TRAGEDY. RY ; 


Still turbulent—a ragged rebel fill, -- 
Unaw'd, and unzeclaim'd !— |. entael bran 
Gaius, a; 
ne . 


This ambient air, and tread this earth at will, 
Not to thy mercy but thy dread I oe.— 

| Wrong'd as I was—my old poſſeſſions ref 
By thy rapacious power, my limbs enchain'd | _ 
Thy loud reproach thro? all the groaning land | 
| Thou durſt not ſhed my blood !—the purple fiream 
Had ſwell'd—a tide of vengeance! and &'erwhelm'd 
The proud oppreſſor.— 9285 


Kro. 
Traitor to thy prince, 
And foe perverſe to truth !—how full thy crimes, 
Thy doom how juſt—my pardon how humane, 
Thy conſcious malice knows—But let me not 
Degrade my name, and vindicate to thee 
The juſtice of my reign. 


G1. . Aida 463 
5 Voin were th' attempt 
With artifice of words, to footh my rage, 
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More deaf to mercy, than the famiſh'd wolf 
That tears the bleating kid !—My ftarv'd revenge 
Thy blood alone can ſatiate— Vield thee then: 
Or fink beneath mine arm. | 

Kain. 


Heav'n ſhall not ſee 


A deed ſo abjeft vilify my name 
While yet I wield this ſword, and the warm blood 
Still ſtreams within my veins ; my courage ſoars 
Superior to a ruffian's threats.— MN 
Grime. 
| Fall on, 
And hew them piece-meal. 
Reg [ King, Ramſay, and attendants drive off 
Grime and his followers ; but are after- | 
wards overpowered and diſarmed. | 


4 34 GrIME. 


Wilt thou yet maintain 
Thy dignity of words? Where are thy ſlaves, 
Thy ſubjects, guards and thunder of thy throne, 
Reduc'd uſurper Guard theſe captives. 
| - [Exeunt King, Ramſay, &c. guarded 
3 - =» SCENE 


AT RAGE DFL. 


SCENE. xl. 
| Enter a ſoldier to GR IME. 


SOLDIER, 
A troop of horſemen have poſſeſſed the gate 
By which we gain'd the city— 
GrIiMB EY 
Blaſt them hell ! 
We muſt retreat another way, and leave 
Our aim unfiniſh'd Our victorious ſwords 
At leaſt ſhall guard the treaſure they have won; 
When the fierce parent-lion bites our chain, 
His whelps forlorn, an eaſy prey remain. 


END OF THE SECO ACT, 
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ACT Il SCENE I. 
QyvzzN, ELgonora, Captain. . 


Quzen. 
ks from the battlements haſt thou deſery'd? 


CAPTAIN. 


Nothing diſtin, my queen—T nvolw'd in clouds 
Impervious to the view, the battle long 
Continu'd doubtful, midſt the mingling ſounds 
Of trumpets, neighing ſteeds, tumultuous ſhouts 
Of fierce aſſailants, doleful cries of death, 


N And clatt'ring armour; till at length, the noiſe 


In diſtant murmurs dy'd.—Oꝰ er all the plain, 
Now a dread ſtillneſs reigns ! 
Gan. 
Then all is loſt! 
Why ih ruin, and ſuſpends the ſtroke ! 


Is it to lengthen out affliction's term, 


Ann B: 
2 | of 


A TRAGEDY. hi 
Of innocence Aeſerted find redreſs! | 15 
Shall I exclaim to heaw'n Alx ady heav'n . 

Its pity and protection has withdrawn! 

Earth yield me refuge then —give me to lie 

Within thy chearleſs boſom there, put of 


Th uneaſy robe of being—there, lay down 
The load of my diſtreſs 


ELifoOKxoOkA. 
Alas | my queen, 

What conſolation can the wretched bring ! 
How ſhall I from my own deſpair, colle& 
Aſſuaſive balm — Within my lonely breaſt 
Mute ſorrow and deſpondence long have dwelt! 
And while my ſire, perhaps, this inſtant bleeds, 
The dim, exhauſted fountains of my grief, 
| Can ſcarce afford a tear! 


Of mutual ill Let u us "as the feat! 

To groan re- echa groan, in concert hl J 

Our lamentation ; and when forrow five 11. 

Too big for utterance, the filent fireams 

Shall ſſow in common n!—When the dent ban, 
5 E 2 Forbear 
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Forbear to flow, the voice again ſhall wail ! 
O my loſt lord !—O fave him—ſave him powers! 


ELlzonoRa. 


Is there no gentle remedy to ſooth | 
The ſoul's diſorder ; lull the jarring thoughts, 
And with fair images amuſe the mind ? 
— Come, ſmiling hope—divine illufion ! come 
In all thy pride of triumph o'er the pangs 
Of miſery and pain! 

| Q EEN. 

Low—low indeed, 
Have our misfortunes plung'd us; when no gleam 
Of wand'ring hope, how vain ſoe'er or falſe, 

Our invocation flatters !—=When—O when 
Will death deliver me? Shall I not reſt | 
Within the peaceful tomb, where I may ſleep | 
In calm oblivion, and forget the wrecks 

Of ſtormy life No ſounds diſturb the grave, 
Of murder'd huſbands !--Or the diſmal ſcream 
Of infants periſhing.— Ha! whether leads 
Imagination Muſt ye periſh hen, 

Ye tender bloſſoms ?—Muſt the lofty oak 

That gave you life, and ſhelter'd you from harm, 


| 


Yield 


A TR A GEDY. 
Yield to the traitor's axe * agony 
Of fond diſtraction | wy 


ELEONORA. 


Ha !—behold where comes 
The warlike fon of March !—What, if he —_ 
The news of victory ! CY | 


8 | | 
| My ſoul alarm'd 
With eagerneſs and terror waits her doom ! 


SCENE I. 


Quzzn, ETZO NORA, DUNBAR 


QUEEN. 
Say, youth, 22 kings TOR 

"Duonnan. | 

Fair princeſi, hail! 

To you my duty n 85 
nnn 

arne 

Line be den! 


E z 


33 


** 
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Lives he, deliver'd from the fatal ſnares 


Which had enclos'd him! 
Dugan 
To their hills repell'd, 


The vanquiſh'd rebels curſe his conqu' ring arm 
He bade me fly before him to the queen; 


With the glad tidings chear her drooping ſoul; 
And bear his kindeſt wiſhes to the ſhrine 


Himſelf will ſogn adore, 


— 


_ QpBezn, 
Will he then come 
And wipe the tear of ſorrow from my cheek !— 


Ah, no!—thy pity flatters me in yain! 


DunsB4. 
Let me not dally with my queen's diſtreſs.—+. | 
What were it, but to lift incumbent woe, 


| That i it might fall more grievous, —By the faith 


Of my allegiance, hither ſpeeds the king, 
By love attended, and by conqueſt crown'd.” 


» QUEEN. 


O welcome meſſenger !—How ſweetly ſounds 


Thy prelude Thus, the warbler of the morn, 


To 


A TRAGEDY 

To the ſick wretch who moan'd the tedious night, 
Brings balmy ſlumber, eaſe and hope and health ! 
O wondrous deſtiny ! | 


\ 


Erxzonora. 


Thus, on my queen 
May fortune ever ſmile—May bliſs to bliſs. 
Succeed, a tranquil ſcene !—-Say, noble youth, 
Returns my fire in ſafety from the field ?— 


DunBarR 
Safe as thy fondeſt filial wiſh can form.— 
In war's variety, mine eyes have ſeen 
Variety of valour and of ſkill: 
But ſuch united excellence of both— 
Such art to baffle and amuſe the ſoe; 
Such intrepidity to execute 
Repeated efforts. never, ſave in him 
My obſervation tracd Our monatch's aft 
My feeble praiſe would fully and | Oy 


ELiRzON OR A. 


Thy words, like genial thowens to the parh' each, 
Refreſh my languid foul !— : 


E4 - qo] i 


* 
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Qu EN. 
| The trumpet ſwells ! 
My conqueror approaches !—Let me fly 
With ecſtaſy of love into his arms 
He comes the victor comes 


SCENE UI. 
KI o, QUEEN, ELEONOR A, Dux BAR: 


KI No, embracing the Queen. 
My better part !— 
My ſoul's chief reſidence My love my queen! 
Thou haſt been tender overmuch, and mourn'd 
Ev'n too profuſely ! | 


F QUEEN, 1 
Celebrate this hour 

Ye ſongs of angels and ye ſons of eartl, 

Keep feſtival My monarch is return'd ! 

I fold him in theſe arms I hear his voice— 

His love ſoft-chiding !— 


KING. 
O ye powers benign! 
What words can ſpeak the rapture of * foul! 
Come 


a. 


A TRAGEDY. Þ 
Come to my breaft, where, cheriſh'd by my love, $3 

Thy fair idea rooted, bloſſoms forth = 
And twines around my heart! 


Quer v. RENE 
Myſterious fate! 
My wiſhes are compleat !--Yet, I mult aſk 
A thouſand things impertinently fond ! 
How did you *ſcape ?—What angel's hand, my king, 
Preſerv'd you from deſtruction ? 
KINO. 
| Heav'n, indeed, 
Eſpous'd my cauſe, and ſent to my relief 
The ſon of March, who, with a choſen few, 
Deliver'd me from Grime :—Thence to the field 
We ſpeeded, and accompliſh'd what the ſword 
Of Angus had well nigh atchiev'd before. | 


Quzzn to Dux AR. 
How ſhall acknowledgment enough reward 
Thy worth unparallel'd? — 


KING. 
Not my own iſſue ſhall engroſs me, more MT \ 


| 
| 


. 
„ oe a a — _ rho ooo 
* 
— : 
* 
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Than thou, heroic youth !—Th” inſulting foe, 
In ſpite of freſh ſupplies, with ſlaughter driven 
To the ſteep hills that bound the plain, have ſent 
An herald, in their turn, to ſue for peace. 
An audience have I promis'd.—Ere the hour 
Arrives, I will retire, and in the bath 
Refreſh my weary'd limbs,— — 
L Zeeunt King, Queen, attendants. 


SCENE IV. 
| DunBar, ELtonoRa. 


ELEONORA. 


Renown, to-day 


Has laviſh'd all her honours on thy head, 


Dux BAR. 


| What wat] it, chat my fortune decks me thus 


With unſubſtantial plumes ; when my heart bn 
Beneath the 83y capariſon, and love 


With unrequitted paſſion wounds my foul ! 


ELEONORA. 


Is unpropitious love unknown to me? 


To me for ever doom'd (alas 1) to nee 


The . fire,— FS 2b 
DuNBAR. | 


A TRAGEDY; 90 


Dux BAR, 

Heaw'ns what are all 
The boaſted charms, that with ſuch wond'rous power 
Attach thee to my rival ? Far from me 
Be the vain arrogance of pride, to vaunt 
Excelling talents; yet I fain would learn, 
On what admir'd accompliſhment of Stuart, 
Thy preference is fix d.— 


ETZ. 
Alas! Dunbar, 

My judgment, weak and erring as it is, | 

Too well diſcerns on whom I ſhould beſtow 

My love and my eſteem Rut truſt me, youth, 

Thou little know'ft how hard it is to wean 

The mind from darling habits long indulg'd ! 
I know that Stuart ſinks into reproach : 

Immers'd in guilt, and, more than once, ſubdu'd 

By thy ſuperior merit and ſucceſs : || 9 

Yet even this Stuart, — for I would not wrong | ö 
Thine expectation, — ſtill retains a part 

Of my compaſſion—nay, I fear, my love! 

Would'ſt thou, diſtinguiſh'd by th' applauſe of kings, | 


| 
' 
| 
| 
_— 
| 
| 
| 
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Diſgrace thy qualities, and brook the prize 
Of a divided heart ?— 


DunBaR. 
| No !—witneſs heav'n 
I love not on ſuch terms - Am I then doom'd, 
Unfeeling maid! for ever, to deplore iy 
Thy unabating rigour The rude flint 
Yields to th? inceſſant drop; but Eleonora, 
Inflexibly ſevere, unchang'd remains 


Unmov'd by my complaint! 


ELEONORA. 

My father comes ! 
Let me, with pious raviſhment, embrace 
His martial knees, and bleſs the guardian power 
That ſcreen'd him in the battle = 


SCENE v. 


Ancus, DunBar, ELEONORA, 


i 


A NGUS, 
_ Riſe my child, 


Thou haſt been always dutiful, and mild 


As the ſoft breeze that fans the ſummer eve - 


Such 


A TRAGEDY. 61 


Such innocence endearing, gently ſtole 

Into my youthful boſom, and awak'd 

Loves tender languiſhment, when to my view | 

Thy mother firſt diſplay'd her virgin bloom! - + 
Turning to Dunbar. 

Come to my arms Dunbar! To ſhield from death 

A parent, is the venerable at _ 

Of the moſt pious duty,—Thus adopted, 

Henceforward be my ſon !—The rebel chiefs 

Secure in my ſafe- conduct, wait without 

The promis'd audience.—To the king repair, 

And ſignify their preſence.— [Exit Dunbar. 


"SCENE VI. 
i Ax cus, ELZONOAA. 
Ax o us. 


Eleonora, 


Behold the undaunted youth, who ſtept between 


The ſtroke of fate and me.—O'erpow'r'd, unhor d. 
And by the foe ſurrounded, I had ſunk | 
A victim to barbarity enrag'd; 

if brave Dunbar, to his own peril blind, 
Had not that inſtant, to my reſcue ſprung. 


1.8 


Nay, 


I would not bridle thy reluctant chought; 
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Nay, when that youthful traitor by whoſe arm 

| Releas'd, I know not, headlong raſh'd againſt me, 
My vigilant deliver oppos'd 

The fierce aggreſſor, whoſe af} piring creſt 

Soon PO fell. 


rene. 
Ha ! fell ls Stuart lain ? 


O! ſpeak my father, 
Axcvs. 
Let me not find thy boſom entertain 


A ſentiment unworthy of thy name !—- + 


The gen'rous victor gave him back his life 


And cry'd aloud, * This facrifice I make 


% For Eleonora's love.. 
EI EONYOIAA. 
O matchleſs youth! 


His virtues conquer'd my eſteem, before: 
But now, my grateful ſentiment inflames 


Ev'n to a ſiſter's zeal ! 


Arcs. | 
With rigid power 


Vet, 


\ 
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Yet, let me, with parental care, commend - 
n of Dunbar.— * 


Ke 
A fairer garb 
His dad Unt 
What rocks in ſeeret lie hat tempeſts riſe 
On love's deceitful vage; my timid ſdal | 
Recoils affrighted, and with horror ſhugs 
Th' inviting calm !— | 


Anus. 

| | | Netze, my child; and weigh... 
The diff rent claims. Here, r 
Implore thy ſmiles: —TFhere, vice with brutal rage 
Would force thee to his wiſhes —Bat too long 
I tarry in this plate. muſt attend ut ek 2 
My fo reign in hi er with Adi . 


#7 * 


bf SCENE VIL Changes nde dne. 
"op Arnuos, Gurwr, g 


| (pedo 
What we to fortune ow'd, our arms have paid: 
But let us now, the changeling pow'r renounce. | 
e Unhappy 
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Unhappy thoſe, who hazard their deſigns 
On her without reſerve !— 


GIM. 
Our plan purſuꝰd 
A purpoſe more aſſurd:— With conqueſt crown'd; 
Our aim indeed, a fairer wreath had worn: 
But that deny d, on terms of darker hue 
Our ſwords ſhall force ſucceſs ! 


ATroL 
Th' e ſcene 
Demands our utmoſt arts! not with tame fighs | 
To bend before his throne, and ſupplicate 
His clemency, like flaves ; nor to provoke 
With pride of ſpeech, his anger half appeas'd : 
But with ſubmiſſion mingle (as we ſpeak) 
A conſcious dignity of ſoul, prepar'd % 
For all events,— 
G1 M 4. 
| Without the city-walls, 
The ſouthern troops encamp'd, already fill 
The feſtal bowl, to celebrate the day.— 


Arno. 


A TR AGE DT. 


» * 2 . - 


Arwen? 190 


By heav'n! their fluſh'd intemperance will yield 
Occaſion undiſturb'd, For while they lie, 
With wine and fleep o'erwhelm'd, the clans that lurk 


Behind th' adjacent hills, ſhall in the dark, * 


Approach the gate when our aſſociate c 
Commands the guard; then introduc'd by him, 
We take, with eaſe, poſſeſſion of the town, 
And hither move unmark'd.— 


621 «x. 
0 Here, if we fail, 
May my ſhrunk ſirew never more unſheath 
My well-try'd dagger; nor my hungry hate 
Enjoy the ſav'ry ſteam of hoſtile gore! 


A * * 7 * q 


* wt * 


> a AY. 0 4 1 054: RAT 


How my fir'd ſoul anticipates the jo) | 


I ſee me ſeated in the regal chair, 
Enthron'd by Grime, the partner of my yours * 


But this i important enterprize demands os 1 
More ſecret: neee 0 4 0 


Will much ayail : but his unpraftic'd youth . 


oy 
af = 
1 
3 —„— p — — - — — — 


— 
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To doubts and ſcruples ſubject, hitherto | 
Declines our laſt reſolve. 


Grin. 


| It thall be mine, 
To rouſe his paſſion. to the pitch requir d. 
But ſoft l—łWho comes ? Ten thouſand curſes load 
Th' ambitious ſtripling! 


Enter Dun Ban. 


By the king's command, 
I come to guide you to the throne. 
ATHOL. 
Tis well,  [Extunt 
SCENE VII. 


Diſcovers the K 1 nx 6 ſeated. An G us, 6 | 
Enter Ar no, Grime, introduced by Dux Ax. 


| | Kin, Yi 
It 1s not well—it is not well we meet s 
On terms like theſe I ſhould have found in Athot © 
A truſty counſellor and ſteady friend: | 


| A TRAGEDY” 7 
And better would it ſuit thy rey rend ages - 
Thy ſtation, quality, and kindred blood, en 0 
To huſh ill- judging clamour, and dement 
Divided factions to my throne again, 
5 | ©, 2h fs! Soba vo e e, 
ArBoL, nnn, 


My preſent aim 
Is to repair, not widen more, the breach 
That diſcord made between us: this, my liege: 
Not harſh reproaches, or ſevere rebuke | 
Will e'er effeftnate :==No—let us rather,” 
On terms which equally become us pen 
Our int' reſts re- unite. | 


KI o. 2 : 

Hah I—reunite 
By heav'n, thy proud demeanor more belts | 
A ſov'reign than a ſubje& !——Reinite!= - 2 
How dum thou ſever from thy in, old lord?! * 
nn wo 


x A 1 * a be k 1 £515 | 
m wHINNIII | 
j 0 ” * - 2 i g 


91 


3 „ ene Hat 317 | 


The ſword of Athol CONE 
F 2 Was 
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Was never drawn but to redreſs the wrongs 
r 


KI. 

Dar'ſt thou to my face, 
Impeach my conduct, baffled as thou art, | 
Ungrateful traitor ? Is it thus, thy guilt 
My clemency implores ?. | 


ATHOL. 


Not yet ſo low 
Has fate reduc'd us, that we need to crawl 
Beneath your footſtool :—In our camp remain 
Ten thouſand vig'rous mountaineers, who long 
Their honours to retrieve.— 
Kino, rifing haftily. 
Swift, hie thee to them, | 
And lead thy fugitive adherents back! — 
| Away.—Now by the mighty ſoul of Bruce! 
Thou ſhalt be met.—And if thy ſavage clans 
Abide us in the plain, we ſoon will tread | 


| Rebellion into duſt, —Why move ye hot ? 
Conduct them to their camp, 


= 


i 


1 
| 
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— - ——— 


Ar Rgor. 3 
Forgive, my prince, 

If on my own integrity of heart | 
Too far preſuming, I have gall'd the wound 
Too much inflam'd already. Not with you, _ 
But with your meaſures ill-advis'd, I warr'd: - 
Your ſacred perſon, family and throne | 
My purpoſe ſtill rever'd,.— _ 


<3 7 uy 222 4 

O etched ple! 

To which thy blaſted guilt muſt have recourſe | 

Had thy deſign been laudable, thy tongue 

With honeſt freedom boldly ſhould have ſpoke 

Thy diſcontent.— Ve live not in a reign | 

Where truth, by arbitrary pow'r depreſs'd, _ 

Dares not maintain her ftate.-I charge thee, ſay 

What lawleſs meaſures has my pow'r purſu'd ? 

8 | 5 4-74 4 #4 SE! 

ATHOL. * $44 

I come, to mitigate your royal wrath 

With ſorrow and ſubmiſſion ; not to ſum - 

The motives which compell'd me to the field.” 0 
a wo - rr 149 F490 1 


F 3 Fen, Eixc. 


'Y 
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| ; | Kino. 

I found your miſerable ſtate reducd 

To ruin and defpair :=Your cities drench'd 

In mutual ſlaughter, defolate your plain: 

All order baniſt'd, and all arts dechy'd :— | 

No induſtry, ſave what with hands impure 

Diſtreſs d the conimonyealth :—No laws in force, 
To ſcreen the poor and check the guilty great ; 
While ſqualid Famine join d her lifter fiend 
Devouring Peſtilence, to curſe the ſcene !— 

I came! toiPd—reform'd—redreſs'd the whole: 
And lo! my recompence I I relapſe, — 

What 1 is your ae tm | 


Arne 
376 er FO 
Kine, 


FE that my 1 ſhall grant your aper. 
How, for the future, ſhall I * aſſur d 


Of your allegiance ? 


ATHOL, | 


Stuart ſhall be left 


| The pledge of our behaviour. 
King. 


ATR AGE DY. 7+ 


Lins. 
And your arms 
Ere noon to-marrow, ſhall be yielded up. 
ATHOL. 
This too, ſhall be ge.. 4 : * 
Kro. _ 4. 


Then mark me, than 
| Becauſe the loins, from whence my father ſprug. 
On thee too life beſtow'd ;"enjoy"thegiſta= > 1-1 
I pardon what is paſt. In peace confume 1 
The winter of thy days.—-But, if ye RhB 20 
Th' extinguilh'd brand again, — 
TA 
No future guile, ſubmiſſion, or regard (ew 
Shall ee eee nt 
My vengeance in full volley; and hö earth | 
Shall dread to yield you ſuccour or reſource ! 
Of this, no more. Thy kinſman ſhall remain | 
With us, an hoſtage of thy promis'd faith. - 
| Vnired brightea, and ſecurely ſhine. 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT SCENE ? 
| STUART. 
HIS ſolitude but more foments deſpair ! 
Recals—compares—and to th? inceſſant pangs 
Of ſpite, revenge, and ſhame, condemns my ſoul !— 
O!] what a miſerable ſlave am I !— 
Precipitated from the tow'ring hope 
Of eagle-ey'd Ambition, to th abyſs. 
of mutt'ring Horror, curs'd from thought to thought 
| —Hah,, Jealouſy !—T feel th' infernal power! 
Her hiffing ſnakes arouſe—her torch inflames 
My madd'ning ſoul !—Yes,—if he thus permits 
My feet to range at will; my vengeful hand 
Will ſoon requite him. * 5 1 [Enter Grime. | 


} . 


BENE 117. 
S8 rar, GrI1ME.- 
Grime. 


Wherefore thus alone 


A TRAGED Y.1 7 0 


Thy noble kinſman, who now parted. hence, 5 04 
Obſerves a ſudden cloud o'erhang thy brow. — 

Since from the dungeon to his wiſh reſtor'd 

A mute averſion to his love, ſecludes id. 
Thy lonely ſteps— 


STUART. 1 
Fes, — thou thyſelf haſt nan > 90 
The cauſe accurs'd ha, from the dungeon freed— 
And freed by whom !—there's poiſon in che thought ! A . 
nn EIT 4302 


G2 IME. 
Thou dwell'ſt on that too much. Few live exempt 
From diſappointment and diſgrace, who run 


Ambition's rapid courſe:=Inur'd/topaing' 7 00 

The hard*ned ſoul, at laſt, forgets to feel KY, 

The ſcourge of Fate; and, — 5 WO: 

To deeds advent'rous.— + 5 99 N An N 
| STvant. 3 e 


Wo ſhall frame th' attempt 
That Stuart dreads t' atchieve Not peſtilen er 
Not raging ſeas, nor livid flames can bound sg 
My dauntleſs undertaking !—Tell me, Grim, 


For 
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For thou waſt train'd to feats of horrid proof, 
Since, not the voice of heav'n itſelf can lure 


My hononr back again —what pow'r of hell 


Shall I invoke to deepen my revenge ?— 


Gziums. 


Ha! Did'ſ thou ſay, revenge ?—Hail, fable pow'r, 


To me more dear than riches or renown ! 


What gloomy joy, to drench the dagger deep 


Tn the proud heart of him who robb'd my fame! 
My fortune thwarted ; or eſſay d by fraud 
To poiſon my delights !— 


— 


STUART, i 

| | Hal thou haſt rous'd 
The ſcorpion-thought that ſtings me !— 

Mark me, Grime,— 


Our baffled cauſe could not alarm me thus i 
If conqueſt for the foe declar'd to day, 


Our arms again the vagrant might compel, 

And chain her to our ſide.— But know, my love 
Has been defrauded —Eleonora's heart 

That wretch invades.— That raviſher, who erop'd 
My budding fame and ſunk me to reproach'! 


A TRAGEDY. 
He, whom my jealouſy, in all its rage, 


us 


A GOO 
"I (Gurus. 1 
i 
Savant,” 88. 


Ves, he ſhall die \—He ſhall be flea? d—impal'd! 
And his torn, bowels thrown to beaſts of prey pra 
My ſavage hate ſhall on his tortures feed ! | * 


L 


I will have e | 1 
211 5 8. : 
185 Would't thou — oh ll 
Include his patrons.— 
Sruanr. * 9 
| Gar e og; 0 
Vaſheath the vert fel! We I” 
| G1 * | a 
8 | 


— 


Let the proud tyrant yield his haughty ſoul; 


And all his offspring ſwell the ſanguine ſtream. 


STUART. 
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STUART. 
O wond'rous plan 

Of unreſtrain'd barbarity It ſuits 
The horrors of my boſom !—All — What all? 
In ſlaughter'd heaps. —The progeny and fire !— 
To fluice them in th* ynguarded hour of reſt — 
Infernal ſacrifice !—dire—ev'n too dire 
For my deſpair To me what have they done 
To merit ſuch returns No, my revenge 
Demands the blood of one, and he ſhall fall.— 


o 


It ſhall ſuffice—Dunbar ſhall bleed alone.— | 
Bur let us ſeize him on the verge of bliſs ; 
When the fond maid's enkind'ling looks confeſs 
The flames of baſhful love: when eager joy, 
And modeſt fear, by turns exalt the bluſh - 
To a more fervid glow. When Eleonora 
Unfolds Elyſium to his raptur'd view, 

And ſmiles him to her arms.— 


- 


START. 


— 1 
1 tongue, er * may this oe: 


\ 


'A TRAGEDY. 7 
Be hurP'd to the profound abyſs of hell !— 
But vain are words. —This is no place—remember, 
He ſhall-not triumph thus Thou haſt bely'd him 
He means it not.—Nor will the ſyren ſmile— 
No; enn, . 


Grime. 


Reproach, or mule; e dens 
Of candid friendſhip, that diſdains to hide 
Unpalatable truth I tell thee, youth, 
Betroth'd by Angus to Dunbar, ſhe yields 

Her plight th, this hour,—But fee !—the maid 
Moves hitherward alone !— 


| | STUART: = 


_Haſte,. n 1 
bm I. 
Love, jealouſy, . | 
. , 03d La, A, Wie 


Thou ddt not carry beg 
nr . 


: ” | . 1 8 4 4 ” ö - Po Tn I b 4 
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One adverſe e an ne and me? 


| 
'$ 
3 
| 

| 
. 
| 

| 

| 

| 


x STUART. 1 
Thy dit den. —hence—l come anon. — 
Nad 9 


8 CEN. E HL 
STUART, EBTIONYWO A4. 


. STUART. _ 
When laſt we parted, 1 
Our mutual jealouſies; and breath'd anew 


The ſoul of harmony within our breaſts.— | 
Haſt thou not, ſince that period; entertain'd 


"wine abode 
Say, who inveſted thee with pow'r ſupreme © 
O'er Eleonora's conduct; that thou com'ſt 
With frowning aſpect, "whe to judge my fame ?— 


| Haſt thou not forfeited all claim to me? 


Have I not ſeen thee ſtray from honour's path 7 
And ſhall my love be to the breaſt confin'd 


Where treaſon in her darkeſt hue prefides !— | 
"IS, | No a 


A TRAGEDY: 


No 1. me wipe thee, blotted: a d art, 
From my abhorrent thoughts 


sr ua. 
Not all this pride 
Of mimic virtue — not all th* aſſembl'd hoſt 
Of female wiles, how exquiſite ſoe er, 
Shall ſhelter thee, deceiver What new ſtain 
Defiles my boſom, ſince the morning ſaw . 


Thy tenderneſs o'erflow ; and heard thy tongue 


Seduce me to thy faithleſs arms, again ? 


Z ... EL80NnORA. 
Is this the teſtimony of thy love? 
This thy aſſerted honour ! to revile 
Defenceleſs innocence ?—But this will aid - 
My duty to forget thee.—Do'ft thou aſk 
What recent outrage has eſtrang'd my heart ?— 
There needed none. The meaſure of thy guilt 


Was full enoughrbefors.—Yet thou han hoap'd 


Offences to exceſs : In battle fought 
Againſt thy king; and ſought, with lifted arm, 


My father's life—ungrateful as thou art! "TIO 


Know then, the honour of my name forbids © 
Our faes to join; and it ſhall ne'er be ſaid, 
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That Eleonora, loſt to glory, took 
A traitor to her bed !— - N 


 STwarT. | 
; Perfidious witch ! 
Thy charms ſhall not avail thee ; for 1 come 
Th' avenging minifter of broken faith ! - 
To claim the promis'd fruitage of my love— | 
Or—mark me—puniſh, with thy guilty blood, 
Thy petjury and fraud |— . 
ELz0NOR A. 
Wilt thou attempt 
To gain by menaces, what the ſoft ſigh 
Of plaintive anguiſh, would implore in vain ? 
Here ſtrike - and let thy ruthleſs poynard drink 
The blood of Douglas, which has often flow'd i_h 
In Virtue's cauſe ;- and ev'ry ſoil enrich'd, 1 
From wintry Scania to the ſaered vale 
Where. Labanon exhalts his lofty brow.— 


| an rere \ | 
Egregious ſorc'reſs !—give me back my peace 
| Bid yeſterday return, that ſaw my youth | 
Adorn'd in all its ſplendor, and elate 


With 


Ma . ˙ m 
. or . dans ri * 
. 
- 
= 


TRAGEDY.” . 


With gen 'rous pride and dignity of ſout!t— 
Ere yet thy ſpells had diſcompoc my brain, 
Unſtrung my arm, and laid me in W 45 
Beneath a rival's ſeet— 


roses 


ne al COT DAE 
He claims of me, what his own conſcious guilt 
Hath robb/d kim of. De cee e 


In my afflicted boſom ? — There, indecd, e Yate 


Thine image dwells with ſolitude ond care, 


Hr ene 2 


O crocodile - Curſe on dete Lale, drops. . 
Wick fall, but to enſuare — Thy ſpecious words 
Shall ſooner lull the ſounding ſurge, than check 
The fury that impels me Vet by heav'n, 
Thou art divinely fair! and thy dilre- s 
With magie ſoftneſs ew ry chat ĩmptoves—- f 
Wer't thou not falſe as hell, not paradiſe Pr 


Could more perfection boaſt O0 let me turn F 


My fainting eyes ſtom thy refitiels fa 


And from my ſenſe extlude the ſoothing found» -—— ** K 


Of 9 n tongue !—Yer—yer ; renounce 
K 8 8 


* 
N 

N 

| 
: 

| 
| | 
[ 

: 

2 
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, 

= 
N 

1 


* ran i 


Thine infidelity To thine embrae /,"// 
Receive this, wanderer—this wretch forlon 1 

Speak peace to his diſtracted ſoul; and caſe 

The tortures of his boſom !— . 


ELEONORA. 


| 1 8  Hapleſs youth [ 
My heart bleeds for thee !—careleſs of her own, 
| Bleeds oer thy ſorrows ! mid the flinty rocks 
My tender feet would tread to bring thee balm : 
Or, unrepining, tempt the pathleſs ſnow !— 
O! could my death recall thy baniſh'd quiet! 
Here would I kneel, a ſuppliant to heav'n, 
In thy behalf ; and offer to the grave 
The price of thy repoſe !—Alas! I fear , 
Our days of pleaſure are for ever paſt! 


STUART. 


O thou haſt joy and horror in thy gift 
And ſway'ſt my ſoul at will —bleſs'd in thy love, 
The memory of ſorrow and diſgrace, 
That preys upon my youth, would ſoon forſake 
My raptur'd thought, and hell ſhould plot in vain, 
Io ſever us again 0! let me claſp thee, 


Thou charm ineffable ! 


| ELEONORA-, 


; 8 _ 
2 A TR KAGEDY:;: 
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' . 
Our unrelenting deſtiny hath rais d 
arne hege between wl 


1 


| Hal—what bar? 


re "I 
A ſacrifice demanded by my fre— 
A vow— 
STUART; 
Perdition !—Say what vow, raſh maid | 
ELEONMOAA. 
A fatal vow! that blaſts our inutual lor. _ 
STUART: 
Infernal vipers gnaw thy heart A vow !— 
A vow that to my rival gives thee up !— 
Shall he then trample on my ſoul at laſt !—- 
Mock my revenge and laugh at my deſpair! 
Ha !—ſhall he rifle all thy ſweets, at wall; 
And riot in the tranſports due to me ? 
G2 


Un. % om N of 


The 
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Th' accurſed image whirls around my brain l 
He pants with rapture Horror to my ſoul ! 
He ſurfeits on delight !— 
ELEONOR A, 

O gentle heay'n ! 
Let thy foft mercy on his ſoul deſcend | 
In dews of peace Why roll with fiery gleam 
Thy ſtarting eye-balls — Why on thy pale cheek 
Trembles fell rage and why ſuſtains thy frame 
This univerſal ſhock ?—-Is it, alas! 
That I have ſworn, I never will be thine ?— 
True, this I ſwore— 


Hah !—never to be mine 

Th' awaken'd hurricane begins to rage — 12 
Be witneſs, heav'n, and earth, and hell! ſhe means 
To glad the boſom of my foe Come then 
Infernal vengeance ! aid me to perform | 
A deed that fiends themſelves will weep to ſee ! Lau. 
Thus, let me blaſt his full- bloom d— 

Enter Dux AR, who. interpoſes. 


SCENE 


A TRAGEDY. $; 


SCE NE IV. 
Dunnan, STUanT, ELEONORA. ' 
| aaa: 
| . 8 Ruffan, hold 
Thy deſp'rate hand !—What fury "[cap'd from hell, 
Inſpires thy rage to wanton in the blood | 
Of ſuch excelling goodneſs ?— 
STVant. | 
| _ Infamy 
Like mine, deface the glories of thy name ! , 
What buſy dzmon ſent thee hither, now, | 
My vengeance to defeat? — The hour is come 
The hour is come at laſt, that muſt decide 
For ever our pretenſions ! 


Doux Ax. 

Whatſoꝰ er 
Thy hate could meditate againſt my life, 
My nature might forgive: but this attempt 
Diveſts my ſoul of mercy— 


sSruanr. 
Guide my point | 
Ye pow'rs of darkneſs, to my rival's heart, 


Then take me to yourſelves. I. fight. 
1 ELEONORA. 


s THE REGICI DE: 


is 


ETZ. 


1 


ee e 

Vour mutual frenzy Horror —help—behold— 
Behold this miſerable boſom i—plunge | 

; Your poynards here; and in its fatal ſource 
Your enmity afſuage 4 4 7 [Stuart Falling. 

n i nor be 

Thy ferent hath eclips'd me: Kg the ſhades 
Of death environ me.—Yet, what is death 
When honour brings i it, but th' eternal ſeal | 


, bd * (ASS | 


Of glory, never—never to be broke! 

O chou haſt ſlain me in a dreadful hour! wi 
My vengeance fruftrated—my proſpect curse 151 
With thy approaching nuptials! and my ſoul © 7 
Diſmiſs'd in all her--Eleonora !—Oh ! [Dies. 


, * | 0 } 
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Dosen. 


Ah! wherefore doſt thou wring * tender hands 
In woeful attitude tab! nr liſt 


4 
= 


AT RAGE Dv. 
Thy ſtreaming eyes to heav'n ; while the deep gioan © 


Dios en — . 
nadie Is, Un? ad; 
e nde Exn0x08 z 1 
„ This is too much - 


This ia wanna to bear thou haſt e 


e 


n peagerh s %: A bar 


H 209 i man doc? Mio 
5 Dunzan.... 1 
11 +30 TOS 4 - 5 * i, 12944, * ws ws 
And, was Ae 202334 val 
Depoſited in him 15 him who rais'd | . 


His impious hand to Kill the . Is it well 
To mourn his fall, and thus accuſe 28 blow | 
That: reſcu'd thee from dem:: tt mnt 


wo I "13, $11) » 0! bg 8% 200503 27943 \ 2611 D 
| Exzonona | 

f L „ | ths 3% 7 bt lr SHR UT 20 

e I blame not che, 75 


No, heav'n forbid!—I blame not my as; WS, 

Yet thy prote@tion has undone me quite! 1dr 

And J will mourn for ever mourn the aw | 
Th' ill-omen'd hour, that on thy Sed conferr'| | 3 
Such terrible ſucceſ Ho pale appear <> es "mY Joy 
Theſe clay-cold cheeks where grate and vigour power: 8 
O diſmal ſpectacle How bumble now N 5 


Lies that ambition Which was late ſo proud bs 
of & | 64 „„ 


lb 
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Did he not call me with his lateſt breath |— 
He would have ſaid—but cruel fate controul'd 


His fault'ring tongue !--He would have ſaid, ** Forthee 


For thee falſe maid, I periſh undeplor'd !” 
O] hadſt thou known how obſtinately true 
| My heart remain'd to thee, when thy own guilt, 
My duty, and thy rival's worth, conſpir'd 
To baniſh thee from thence, thy parting ſoul 
Would have acquitted-nay, perhaps, bewail'd 
My perſecuted truth ! 


DuNnBAR. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
: 
l 


O turn thine eyes 
From the ſaid object Turn thy melting thoughts 
From the diſaſtrous theme, and look on me— 
On me who would with ecſtaſy refign 
This wretched being, to be thus em balm'd 
With Eleonora's tears Were I to fall, 
Thy pity would not thus lament my fate! 


ELEON ORA. 


Thy death, ſuch lamentation would not move, 
More envy'd than bemoan'd ;——thy memory 
Would ſtill be cheriſh'd ; and thy name ſurvive 


To lateſt ages, in immortal bloom 
) 


1 
t 


Ah, 


A TAG Nr 8 


Ah, *tis not ſo with him !—He leaves behind 

No dear remembrance of unſully'd fame | 

No monument of glory, to defy 

The ſtorms of time !--Nought but reproach and ſhame! - 
Nought, but perpetual ſlander, brooding o'er 

His reputation loſt !—O fearful ſcene 

Of dire exiſtence, that muſt never cloſe ! 


SCENE VI. 


Ancus entering, ELZON ORA, DunBaR, attendants. - 


ANGUus. 


What ſound of female woe Ha! Stuart ſlain ! 
Alas! I fear thou art the fatal cauſe !— [To Eleonora. 


ELEON ORA. 


Too well my father has divin'd the cauſe 

Of their unhappy ftrife !——Wherefore, ye powers ! 
Am I to miſery deliver'd up! 

What kindred crime, alas! am I decreed 

To expiate, that misfortunes fall ſo chick 

On my poor head ! | 


Anovs 
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Ax Gus to DUNBAR. 


How durſt your lawleſs rage 
riotinè d this dad 20A with private brawl? '_ 


bungen, * 


By heavu! no place, - how much 1 _ 
Shall ſcreen th' aſſaſſin who, like him, would aim 
The murd'rous tem at W breaſt! 


4 


* . . 
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Ha — his aims on cle ro juſt 

The vengeance that oertobk him But the event 
With this unſtable juncture WW accords * | 

Remove the body. —Thou meanwhile retire, * 20 
Thy preſence may awake, . or b aggravate 


The rage of Athol, 1 Ie 5 i bf, he 47. 15 r 
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5 And O thou lovely mourner! who now OI 

= Like the ſpread roſe beneath thanclement ſhower, . | 
| | - When next we meet, I hope to ſee thee bloom 64) 
I £5 Wich. vernal freſhneſs, and again unfold . 
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n ts bs, m. my child, 
Lament with ſteadineſs, thoſe ills that flow 
From our miſhap : yet therefore not aſcribe 
To ſelf-demerit, impotently griev d 


The guilt of accident — eee 0 


Denoted thy concern Let me not ae 2225 
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Which warms, exalts and purifies the ſoul— 

But I will truſt thee to thyſelf. —Withdraw ; 

For Athol comes, and on his viſage low'rs 

A ſtorm of wrath. Exit Eleohord. 


SCENE vil. 
Ancvus, ATH40L. 


ATHOL. 
| Are theſe the fair effects 
Of our ſubmiſſion !—Theſe, the promis'd fruits 
Of amity reſtor d To violate | 
The laws of hoſpitality To guide 
The midnight murderer's inhuman blow, ? 
And facrifice your gueſts! 
Ancvus. | 
That Athol mourns / 
This unforeſeen ſeverity of fate, ; 
I marvel not.—-My own paternal ſenſe 
Is wak'd by ſympathy ; and I condole 
His intereſting loſs.——But thus to tax 
Our blameleſs faith with traiterous deſign, 
Not with our pure integrity conforms, 
Nor with thy duty, thane. 


ATHror. 


A TRAGEDY. '\ Gs 


7 ATH.OL, 
Ha! who 3 art thou. 
That I mould bear thy cenſure and reproof ?— 
Not proteſtation, nor th' affected air 
Of ſympathy and candour, ſhall amuſe 
My ſtrong conception, nor elude the cry. 
Of juſtice and revenge! 
Ancus. | 

Had juſtice crav'd 
With rigid voice, the debt incurr'd by thee, _ 
How had'ſt thou far'd ?—Say, what haſt plac'd thy deeds 
Above my cenſure ?—Let this day's event 
Proclaim how far I merit thy diſdain.— 
That my humanity is miſconceived 
Not much alarms my wonder : conſcious fraud 
Still harbours with ſuſpicion.—Let-me tell thee— 
The fate of Stuart was ſupremely juſt. 
Th' untimely ſtroke his ſavage heart prepar'd 
Againſt the guiltleſs breaſt of Eleonora, 
Avenging heav'n retarted on himſelf. 


ATHOL, 
I thought where all thy-probity would end, 
Diſguis'd accomplice !-- Bat remember, lord, 


8 - 


9 1 HR * 017 ct DE. 
1 Shouldekis blood- ſpotted bravo "ſcape, fecurs 
u chy Protection, or ch' un juſt extent 
Wn Of regal po r, by all my wrongs! Ii read 
The ſeeds of vengeabce o'er th mente land, 


And blood ſhall aufder blood! D ννẽ 904 
1 . f N u. 4 nenn 
3 3 9 A 8 
* 5 | How far thy 3 


| Are to be fear'd, we know .—But ſee, the * =o 
SCENE _IX. 


KI NO, Ancvus, ATHOL: 


e. 


Tell me proud thanes, why are ye found oppos'd 
| In loud revilings ?—You, that ſhould promote 

By fair example, unity and peace 

ATHOL. 

Have I not cauſe to murmur and complain ? 

Stuart, the lateſt gift and deareſt pledge 

Of love fraternal, ſooth'd my bending age: 

Him hath the unrelenting dagger torn 

From my parental arms ; and left, alas ! 


This 


AT R * * D 7. 


This cles dn to ſtretch its -wither's bogus 72 5 
To you for juſtice 1—Juftice' then I ctrave. Len W 


* 


KING. Wes 7 
To ſend the injur'd unredreſi d away, 3 54 NS $267 
How great ſoe*'er the offender, e 1 I 5 
Howe'er obſcure, is wicked weak and vile? 
Degrades, defiles and ſhould dethrone a king? 
Say freely, thane, who has aggriev'd os 8 * * 
And were he dear e her who Bray ae df 3oY- 
Thou ſhalt have ample vengeance. 74 
ATHOL. : 

Then I charge 

The ſon of March with perfidy and murder. 


ANGUuSs. 


Were I with mean indifference to hear 

Th envenom'd tongue of calumny traduce 

Defenceleſs worth, I ſhould but ill deſerve 

Your royal confidence. Dunbar has ſlain 

The kinſman of this thane ; yet fell he not 

By murder, cowardice, or foul deſign. | 

The ſword of Stuart was already drawn 

To ſacrifice my daughter, when Dunbar, 

By heav'n directed hither, interpos'd, | 
2 ; Redeem'd 
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Redeem'd the trembling victim, and repell'd | 
His rival's fury on his hapleſs head. 


Arno. 
Muſt I refer me to the partial voice | 
Of an invet'rate foe ?—No, I rejet = 
The tainted evidence, and rather claim 
The combat proof.—Enfeebled are my limbs 
With age that creeps along my nerves unſtrung, 
Yet ſhall the juſtice of my cauſe recall * 
My youthful vigour, rouſe my loit'ring blood, 
Swell ev'ry ſinew, ſtrengthen ev'ry limb, 


And crown me with ſucceſs--Behold my gage 


I wait for j uſtice. 


KINO. 
Juſtice ſhalt thou have 


Nor ſhall an equitable claim depend 

On ſuch precarious iſſue, —Who ſhall guard 

The weak from violence, if brutal force 

May vindicate oppreſſion.— Truth alone 

Shall rule the fair deciſion, and thy wrongs, 

If thou art wrong'd, in my unbiats'd ſway 

Shall find a juſt avenger. Let Dunbar . 

Appear when urg'd, and anſwer to the charge. [To Angus. 
[Extunt King, Angus. 

SCENE 
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SCENE X. 


Ar Hof, GRIuI. 


ä Ar nO. 
Curſe on che ſmooth difſembler — Welcome, Grime: 
My ſoul is wrought to the fublimeſt rage 
Of horrible revenge !—If aught remain'd 
Of cautious ſcruple, to the featt'ring winds 
I give the phantom. May this carcaſe rot, 
A loathſome banquet to the fowls of heav'n, 
If &er my breaſt admit one thought to bound 
The progreſs of my hate ! 


GRIME. 
What means my prince? 
A THOL. 
Th' unhappy youth is ſlain ! 


GRIME. 


Ha !--Hell be praisꝰd 
He was a peeviſh aripling, prone to change. [ Aldi. 
Vain is condolance.—Let our ſwords be ſwift 
H To 
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To ſate his hov'ring ſhade.—T have conferr'd 
With truſty Cattan, our deſign explain'd, 
And his full aid ſecur'd.—To-night he rules 
The middle watch.—The clans already move 
In filence o'er the plain. | 


Ar zor. 


| Come then, ye powers 
That dwell with night, and patronize revenge 
Attend our invocation, and confirm 
Th' exterminating blow !—My boughs are lop'd, 
But they will ſprout again: my vig'rous trunk 
Shall flouriſh from the wound my foes have made, 
And yet again, project an awful ſhade. 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 


A TRAGEDY. 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


Kinc, Qu EBEN, Dux BAR. 


Queen. 

This was more than the ill - ſorted train 
Of undetermin'd fancy — This convey'd 

No looſe imperfeR images: but all 1 
Was dreadfully diſtinct! as if the hand 
Of Fate had wrought it.— Profit by thoſe fg 
Your guardian angel dictates.— O, my prince ! 
Let not your blind ſecurity diſgrace 
The merit of your prudence. 


Kine. 
No, my queen, 
Let us avoid the oppoſite extremes 
Of negligence ſupine, and proſtrate fear.— 
Already hath our vigilance perform'd - 
What caution juſtifies : and for thy dream; 
As ſuch conſider ĩt. The vain effect 
Of an —— long diſturb'd.— 
. H 2 
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Life with ſubſtantial ills, enough 1s curs'd : 

| Why ſhould we then, with frantic zeal, purſue 
Unreal care; and with th' illuſive form 

Which our own teeming brain produc'd, aftright 
Our reaſon from her throne ? | | : - 


Quzzn. 
In all your courſe 
Of youthful glory, when the guiding hand 
Of warlike Henry led you to the field; 
When my fond ſoul fuffered the ſueceſſive pangs 
Of fond-impatience and repreflive fear; 
When ev'ry reeking meſſenger from Prance, 


Wreath'd a new garland for Albania's prince, 
And ſhook my boſom with the dreadful tale 
That ſpoke your praiſe ; ſay, did my weak deſpair 
Recal you from the race? — Did not my heart 
Eſpouſe your fame and patiently await 

The end of your career *—O ! by the joys 

I felt at your return, when ſmiling love 

Secure, with rapture reign'd.— O! by theſe tears, 
Which ſeldom plead ; indulge my boding foul! 
Arouſe your conqu”ring troops; let Angus guard 
The convent with a choſen band. The foul 
Of treaſon 1s abroad! | 


Kix. 


A TRAGEDY. © tor 


KinG. . hy 8: 
Ye ruling powers ! 


Let me not wield the ſceptre of this realm, 
When my degen'rate breaſt becomes the haunt 
Of haggard Fear.—O f what à wretch is ke, 
Whoſe fev'rous life devoted to the gloom 
Of Superſtition, feels the inceflant throb 
Of ghaſtly panic In whoſe ſtartled ear N 3 
The knell fill deepens, and the raven croaks |. 2 = 


Quizn., dia eg s od W 
Vain be my terrors—my preſages vain— | 
Yet with my fond anxiety comply, 
And my repoſe reſtore Not for myſelf— 
Not to prolong the ſeaſon of my life, 
Am I thus ſuppliant! Ah no! for you 
For you whoſe being gladdens and protects 
A grateful people.—You, whoſe parent bou ghs 
Defends your tender offspring from the blaſts 
That ſoon would tear them up For you the ſource 
Of all our bappineſs and peace I fear! , Alle 


Ti id 


| Kins. 
Ariſe, my queen=-O ! thou art all composd 
* melting piety and tender love 
H 3 Thou 


"4 
= — — — —— — 
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Thou ſhalt be fatisfy'd.—Is ev'ry guard | 
By Angus viſited ?== 

DunBan. 

.. Ev'n now, my liege, 
With Ramſay and his troop, he ſcours the plain. 


K 
Still watchful o'er his charge—The lib ral hand 
Of bounty will have nothing to beſtow, 
Ere Angus ceaſe to merit Say, Dunbar, 
way * the _ watch? 


DunBan, | 2 
; To Cattan's care 
The city guard is ſubject. 


KING. 
I have mark'd 
Much valour i in him.--Hie thee to him, youth, 
And bid him with a choſen ſew, ſurround 
The cloiſters of the convent ; and remain 
*Till morn full ftreaming ſhall relieve his watch. 


[Exit Dunbar. 


Thus ſhall repoſe, with glad aſſurance, waft 


Its balmy bleſſing to thy troubled bret. [L Bur. 
SCENE 
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SCENE H. 
Gain, CarTTaAn. 
Grime. | 

Thus far, brave Cattan, fortune ſeems inclin'd 
To recompenſe us for the day's difgrace.— | 
Our band conceaPt within the cloiſters, wait 
With eagerneſs and joy the auſpicious hour, 
To perpetrate the deed.—It now remains, 
To regulate our conduct, and to each. l 
His ſhare of this great enterprize aſign — 
If Angus lives, in vain our arms devote | 
The uſurper and his progeny to death ; 2 
His power and principles will fill ſupply 
Freſh obſtacles, which all our futuro efforts | 
Can ne er ſurmount. 


CAaTTAN. 
Then let our ſwordy prevent 2 
All further oppoſition, and at once 
Diſmiſs him to the ſhades. 3 


841 
\ © Thine be de ta 
I know with what juſt indignation burns - 


H4 Thy 


. —— -——” —_ 
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Thy gen'rous hate, againſt the partial thane, 


Who, to thine age f ſeryigns,r poptyer'd 
A raw papraftis'd ftripling. 


5 575 | ee 
The bare bee cortures me i Grime + ... 


A 5 0 
„ 
While we within perform ch intrepid blos, 8 | FER bf 


To his apartment thou ſhalt move Alone; 

Nor will preteiice be wanting: tay, thou bring | 
Intelligence important, that demands 

His inftant ear: Then fhall cho kink ay 
Unarm'd and unattended. Need * e 
Infro8 the further. 


CLF TAS: 


No, let; my revenge 
Suggelt what now By the pow rs of hell ! 3 


mn 
| - | Gummy. 
_.- . Tothy guard 


Meanwhile repair, and watch till he returns 


With Ramſay from the plain.—But ſee l they d,, 


s C. E NE in. An spanment. 
| Ancus, RAus Ax. 
Angel... 
By heav'ns it much alarms me Wide o'er all 


The duſky plain, by the fires half extinf, | „ * 
Are ſeen the ſoldiers, roll'd in hea confus'd, 4 
The ſlaves of brütal appetite, —Save b J ri 225d 


Beneath thy diſcipline, ſcarce one remain 1 8 $ 
I "Es 4 $97 ro Hig 105 20 


e Ft mad wits et” 


| When we return © 24 1 5 
Fatigu'd from battle, numbers brought, unaſk'd, 
Refreſhments for the wounded from the town: 


Thence weder feed from rnk tran, | 
And fey reliſted,” © © I Witt ie 


Angus.” 


But that 1 canfult | 
My king's tranquilkty, and would not wake 


_ 


Th' affrighted citizens with atarm, \ pk 
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— 
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An hundred trumpets ſhould this inſtant, raiſe 
Their brazen throats together, and arouſe 

Thꝰ extended ſluggards.— Go, my valiant friend, 
And with thy uninfected troops attend 

To ev'ry motion of tb i incertain night. [Ex Ra + 


SCENE IV. 


3533 


Now, the loud — of che toilful day 
Subſides into a clalm.—And yet wy ſoul 

Still labours thro' the ſtorm y day or night, . 
In florid youth, or mellow age, ſcarce fleets 
One hour without its care !—Not fleep itſelf 

Is ever balmy : for the- ſhadowy dream 

Ofc bears ſubſtantial woe | 


SCENE v. 


Axe 8, ts. 


CATTAN. 
My noble lord, 
Witkia the portal as Inge tr watch; 
Swift gilding ſhadows by the g; limm' ring moon, oy | 
n I could 


A TRAGEDY.” e 
I could perceive in forms of armed men, 
Poſſeſs the ſpace that borders on the porch— 


I queſtion'd thrice ; they yielded no reply: 
And now the ſoldiers, rang'd in cloſe array, 


Wait your command. „ op aha eee 
| Ancus. 

Quick, lad me 9 the plce— 

Foul treaſon is at work !— 4 Gf ensgd Ad 

Chr Fant 28 a9 3 

It were upt good & 


To venture forth unarm'd ,—Couragious thane, 
Receive this dagger, — [Attempts to ſtab Angus, who 


_ avreſts the dagger Irn 

and kills bim. 1 
AnGvus. HO 94177487 Frys. 
Ha, perfidious flave! 


What means this baſe attempt : Thou ſhalt not 0 


| Cena 
Curſe on my feeble arm that fail'd to ſtrike 
The poynard to thy heart How like a dog 
I tamely fall deſpis'd ! „ 


Anus 
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Arto „ 11 955%} od: Agne 
e Fell ruffian! fo, 6:5,up 1 
Who ſet thee 6n ?—Thi treachery; 1 fear. 
Is but the prelude to ſome dreadful ſcene - 
Cortan. 
Jul are itly tender. By the infernal gulph 
"That opens to receive me I would plunge © © 
Into the abyſs with joy, could the ſucceſs 
Of Athol feaſt my { ſenſe! | 
We, 80 of claſping fevords and Hrieti: 
"_ ,—Hah !—-now the ſword | OT 195 8 
of or yr ks rn erulting thane ſavers 
imperial ſcene ; while grimly ſmiling Gros 


ah purple honour deck d 


' * | * 
„ 12 70 A» , : 
—__ > © gas 
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Anus. 
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AN ws! 

200150 | Hearn ied welt 3h 
Pero Dunbar! it 
Then treaſon triumphs O my ab n Aen. 

eft 3113 { $11 &- 
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} | 


I ſought thee, noble thane, while yet my limbs | * 
Obey their lord.—T ſought thee, tounfold © 
My zealous ſoul, ere yet ſhe takes her flight— | 5 
Stretch'd on the ground, theſe eyes beheld the king 7 
Transfix'd ; a lifeleſs corſe! and ſaw this arm i 
Too late to ſave—too feeble IG him !— * 
A NG v 5 Ma 
Weep Caledonia, * weep by peace is wi 3 N 110 
Thy father and thy king !—O ! this event, oof 
Like a vaſt mountain, loads my ſtagg'ring foul, 
And cruſhes all her pow'rs !—But-ſay, my friend, 
If yer thy firength' permits, how this befel. 


DuxBARs 
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Dun Ax. 
A band of rebels, glean'd from the defeat 
By Athol, lurk'd behind the adjacent hills : 
Theſe, faithleſs Cattan, favour'd by the night, 
Admitted to the city, join'd their power 
With his corrupted guard, and hither led them 
| Unmark'd, where ſoon they enter*'d unoppos'd.— 
Alarm'd, I ftrove—but ſtrove, alas! in vain 
To the ſad ſcene ere I could force my way, 
Our monarch was no more}! Around him lay 
An heap of traitors, whom his ſingle arm 
Had ſlain before he fell. —Th* unhappy queen, 
Who, to defend her conſort's, had oppos'd * 
Her own defenceleſs frame, expiring, pour'd 
Her mingling blood in copious ſtream with his ! 


Ancvus. 
Ntuftrious victims -O diſaſtrous fate 
Unfeeling morfflers! execrable fiends ! 
To wanton thus in royal blood |! 


Doux BAR. ; 
| O thane ! 

How ſhall I ſpeak the ſequel of my tale! 

How will thy fond parental heart be rent 
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e e eee, e | 
The fate of Eleonora ! 


Ancvs. 
Ha —my ſears 
Anticipate thy words!—O ſay, Dunbar, 
How fares my child ! 


Dunk. 

The thades of endleſs night 
Now ſettle o'er her eyes !—heroic maid! 
She to th' aſſaulted threſhold bravely ran, 
And with her ſnowy arms, ſupply'd a bolt | 
To bar their entrance: But the barb'rous crew' ' | /- 
Broke in impet'ous, cruſh'd her lender limb, 
When Grime, his dagger brandiſhing, exclaim'd, 
Behold the forc'reſs whoſe accurſed charms 
Betray d the youth; and whoſe ĩnvet'rate fire 
This day revers'd our fortune in the field !— | 
This for revenge then plung'd it in her breaſt !— K 


8 Anu. | 
Infernal homicide ! 
. ae | | 
There - there I own 


He vanquiſh'd me indeed! What tho“ I raſt'd © 
4 Th | 
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Thro' many a wound, and in th' afflin's hart 
Imbru'd my faithful ſteel, —But ſee, where comes 
By her attendants led, the bleeding fair! 


LY 


110 


s GENE VB. 


Angus, 3 ELTOWOAA 8 and 
lupe. 

EIZO 

Hare for mb Aeta is your kind concern. 

Ah! who, with parent tendernefs will blefs 

My parting ſoul, and cloſe my beamlefs eyes! 

Ah! who defend me, and with pious care 

To the cold grave commit my pale remains! ¶ Sw. 


-ANGUS. 


O — look e calls— FO ber. 


; ETI ZONOAA 


| What angel borrows that paternal voice ! 


Ha! lives my father Ve propitious powers! 


He folds me in his arms—Yes, he ſurvives 


The havock of this night O let me now 
Yield up my fervent foul with raptur'd praiſe ! 


For Angus lives t' avenge his murder d prince, 


2 To 


To ſave his country, and protract his blaze 
Of glory, farther ill! WY 
| An eus. 
. And is it this 
The melting parent claſps his darling child | 
rn 
Of complicated woc 


Don BAR: 
The public craves 
Immediate aid from thee—But I wax weak. 
Our infant king, ſurrounded in the fort, 
Demands thy preſent help, Ns ON 
Axe Vs, 
Yes, loyal youth! 
Thy glorious wounds inftrut me what I owe 
To my young ſov'reign, and my country's peace | | 
But how ſhall I ſuſtain the raw nous tribe 
Of various griefs, that gna me all at once? 
My royal maſter falls, my country groans; - 
And cruel Fate has raviſh'd from my ide 
My deareſt daughter and my beſt-lov'd friend! 
>> 


I "i Duns a. 
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* 


Dunzin. 


| Thy praiſe hall be thy, daughter; and thy friend 
e unchong' Ci dee broad. 


| Anse ss. FE 
| Muſt we then part for erer! What a plan 
Of peaceful happineſs my hope had laid 
In thee and her !—alas! thou fading flower, 
How faſt thy ſweets conſume !—come to my arms, 
That I may taſte them erg they fleet away | | | 
Kone | [Embracin "oy 
O exquiſite diftiels) 5 | 0 35 


ELz0RORA. 85 
8 For me, my father, 
For me let hot the bootlefs tear diſtil.— | 
Soon ſhall I be with thoſe, who reſt ſecure 
From an th inclemencies of horny life. 


* Ae 2 
Adieu, my children l never ſtall I hear 
Thy chearing voice again !-—a lomg farewell! 


SCENE 
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Soon eee, rate vf —— 
Our day already haſtens to its Cloſe; 
And night eternal comes.—Yet, tho? I touch 


The land ef peave;” and backward view, well l, 
- The tofling wave from which I ſhall be _7 n 1 


No reſt will man 


If Eleonora ends me honte waleh d. ym Bigg A 


with : 


e 


Diſtemper 4 paſlon, when 1 
Uſurp'd my troubled n 95 
With horror was beheld : but Reaſon un 
With genial mildneſs beams upon my bal, 

And repreſents thee juſtly, as thou art—= | 
The tend'reſt lover and — fend. 


e . 


O tranſport, e befote 
Nat the ſoſt breeze upon its fragrant wings, 


* 
- — 
; : 


i 
| 
ö 
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Wafts ſuch refreſhing gladneſs to the heart 


Of panting pilgrims, as thy balmy words 


To my exhauſted ſpirits but, alas! 


| Thy purple ftream of life forſakes apace 


Its precious channels —on thy poliſh'd cheek 


The blowing roſes fade; and o'er thine eyes 


Death ſheds a miſty languor ! 
ELE0nORA. 


Let me lean 


: Upon thy friendly arm—Yet, O retire | 
That guilty arm !—Say, did it ne'er rebel 
Againſt my peace ?—But let me not revolve 


Thoſe ſorrows now. Were heav'n again to raiſe 


That once-loy'd head that lies, alas l ſo low ! 


And from the verge of death my life recall, 
What joy could viſit my forlorn eſtate, 


Self-doom'd to hopeleſs woe q 


| Dan» an, 


3 Muſt I then wander, 


1 along the dreary vale, 
And groan for ever under thy reproach ! 


* 


ETZOYWOAA. 
| . 


—_u 
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| 1. | ELBonora, 

Ah no! thou faithful youth, ſhall I repay | | 
Thy love and virtue with ungrateful hate? | 4 
Theſe wounds that waſte fo laviſhly thy life, - | 
Were they not all receiv'd in my defence ? ? 
May no repoſe embrace me in the tomb, 
If my ſoul mourns not thy untimely fall 
With ſiſter- woe — thy paſſion has not reap'd | 
The ſweet returns its purity deſerv d. 

Dunn. | 
A while forbear, pale miniſter of Fate, 
Forbear a while; and on my raviſh'd ear 
Let the laſt muſic of this dying ſwan, 
Steel in ſoft blandiſhment, divinely ſweet! | +» 
Then ſtrike th* unerring blow.— l} 504%: 


* 


— 


EI REO NORA. 


1 . That thus our hopes, 
Which bloſſom'd num'rous as the flow'ry ſpring, 
Are nipp'd untimely, ere the ſun of joy 
Matur'd them into fruit, repine not, youth. 
| Life hath its various ſeaſons, as the year; 
And after eluſt' ring Autumn but I faint - | 
I 3 Support 
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Support me nearer—in rich Harveſt's rear 
Bleak Winter muſt have lagg'd.— Oh! now I feel 


The leaden hand of Death lis heavy on me.— 


Thine image fwims before my flraining eye. 

And now it diſappears.-Speak—bid adieu 

To the loſt Eleonora. Not a word! | 

— Not one farewel —Alas l that difmal groan 

Is eloquent diſtreſs !—Celeſtial powers 

Protect my father, ſhow'r upon his Oh! [ Dies; 


Doss. 


There fled the pureſt ſoul that ever dwelt 


In mortal glay!—I come, my love ! I come 
Where now the roſy tincture of theſe lips! 

The ſmile that grace ineffable diffus'd ! 

The glance that ſmote the foul with filent wonder 
The voice that ſooth'd the anguiſh of diſeaſe, | 
And held Attention captive let me kiſs 

This pale deſerted temple of my joy! 

This, Chaſtity, this, thy unſpotted ſhade 

Will not refuſe. —l feel the griſly king 

Thro' all my veins he ſhivers like the north 

O Eleonora! as my flowing blood 

Is mix'd with thine—So may our mingling fouls 


To bliſs ſupernal, wing our happy——Oh! [ Dias, 


"RG SCENE 
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SCENE thelaf. 
ANnGus, RAMSAY. Ar nor, cc. Priſoners. - 


ANnNGUSs. 
Bright deeds of glory hath thine arm atchiev'd, 
Couragious Ramſay ; and thy name ſhall live 
For ever in the annals of renomn |, 
— But ſee, where filent as the noon of night 
Theſe lovers lie \—reft—reſt ill-fated pair! 
Your dear remembrance ſhall for ever dyel] 
Within the breaſt of Angus; and his love 
Oft with paternal tears bedew your tomb! 
Ks RAMSAY. | 

O fatal ſcene of innocence deſtroy d! 

Ax cus, to Arno. 
O bloody author of this night's miſhap ! 
Whoſe impious hands are with the ſacred blood 
Of majeſty diſtain'd !—Contemplate here 
The havock of thy crimes! and then bethink thee, 
What vengeance craves.— [4 


- 


Arno. 
With inſolence of ſpeech 
How dares thy tongue licentious, thus inſt dT LIES 


14 Thy 
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Thy ſov'reign, Angus ?—Madly hath thy zeal 
Eſpous'd a finking cauſe.—But thou may'ſt ſtill 
Deſerve my future favour.— 


| Anevs, 
; O thou ſtain 
Of fair nobility !—thou bane of faith ! 
Thou woman-killing coward, who haſt crept 
To the unguarded throne, and tabb'd thy prince ! 
What hath thy treaſon, blaſted as it is, 
To bribe the foul of Angus to thy views ? 


ATHOL, 


Soon ſhalt thou rue th? indignity now thrown 
On me thy lawful prince, —Yes, talking lord, 
The day will ſoon appear, when I ſhall riſe 
In majeſty and terror, to aſſert 
My country's freedom ; and at laſt, avenge 
My own peculiar wrongs.—When thou, and all 
Thoſe grov'ling ſycophants, who bow'd the knee 
To the uſurper's arbitrary ſway, 
Will fawn on me.—Ye temporizing ſlayes ! 
Unchain your king ; and teach your humble mouths 
To kiſs the duſt beneath my royal feet.— 
5 [To the guarg. 


AnGus. 
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|  Ancus. 
The day will ſoon appear Day ſhall not thrice 
Return, before thy carcaſe be caſt forth | 
Unbury'd, to the dogs and heaſts of prey.—- 
Or, high-exalted, putrify in air 
The monument of treaſon.— 


Ar HO t. 
Empty threat 
Fate hath foretold that Athol ſhall be crown'd. 


AnGvUus. 
Then Hell hath cheated thee.— Thon ſhalt be crown'd— 


An iron crown intenſely hot, ſhall gird 
Thy hoary temples; while the ſhouting crowd 
Acclaims thee king of traitors. 


ATHOL. 


Lakes of fire !— 
Ha! ſaid'ſt thou lord !--a glowing iron crown 
Shall gird my hoary temples Now I feel 
Myſelf awake to miſery and ſhame! 
Ye ſceptres, diadems and rolling trains | 
Of flatt'ring pomp, farewell Curſe on thoſe dreams 


Of idle ſuperſtition, - that enſnare 
; Th' 


4 — —ů ů— — 4 whey we Y -wes 
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Th' ambitious ſoul to wickedneſs and woe 
Curſe on thy virtue, which hath overthrown 
My elevated hopes ! and may deſpair _ 
Deſcend in peſtilence on all mankind ! 


| 3&6 #9; 


Thy curſe juſt heav'n retorts upon thyſelf! 


* 
: 


; 4 
£3 


To ſeperate dungeons lead the regicides,— 
Exit guard with the priſeners. 
From thirſt of rule what dire diſaſters flow! 
How flames that guilt ambition taught to glow ! 
Wiſh gains · on wiſh, deſire ſurmounts defire ; 
Hope fans the blaze, and Envy feeds the fire : 
From crime to crime aſpires the madd'ning foul ; 
Nor laws, nor oaths, nor fears its rage controul ; 
„Till heayn at length awakes, ſupremely juſt, 


And levels all its tow'ring ſchemes in duſt! 


THE 
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D R U; R 1 L. A, N E, 
* 2 ON 


BLOCK, a ſailor. 
HARRIE T, a young lady of Dorſethre betrothed : 


PERSONS repreſented. 


HE AR T LY, a young gentleman of Dorſetſhire, in 
love with HARRIET, | 


BRU 8 H, his ſervant. 
CHAMPIGNON, commander of a French frigate. 


OCLABB E R, an rin lieutenant in the French 
ſervice. 


MACLAYMORE a Scotch. enſign in the French 


ſervice. 
LY ON, lieutenant of an Engliſh man of war. 
HAULYARD, a midſhipman. 


* 


to HBARTLY, 


| Soldiers, Sailors, &c, 


SCENE, on board a French ſhip lying at anchor on 


the coaſt of TOO | 


enen EP 0 RY 


PR O 8 u E. 


Spoken' by "Mr. HAVARD. f 
Config d to Pluto his devoted bead; e > | 

And, that no fiend might hiſs, or prove uncivil, . | 
-With vows and pray rs, he fairly brib'd the Devil 


Yet neither vows nor pray rs, nor rich oblation, 
Cou'd always ſave the finner—from damnation. 
Thus authors, tettering on the brink of fate, 
The critick's rage avith prologues derecate ; ; 
Yet oft the trembling bard implores in vain, 
The <vit profeſs'd turns out a dunce in grain: 
No plea can then avert the dreadful ſentence, 
| He muſt be damm din ſpite of all ' repentance. © 
Here Juſtice ſeems from her frraight line to o wary, | 
No guilt attends a fa involuntary | 
This maxim the whole cruel charge Aire, N | Y 
No poet fure was ever dull—by choice. vos HY 
So pleads our culprit in his own defence, | 
| You cannot prove his dullneſi is —propenſe.” ge 1 . 
He mans to pleaſe—he owns no other wiew; N 7 
And now preſents you with—a ſea ragout. | 
A diſh—bowe er you reliſh his endeavours, 8 4 
Rephete with a variety of flavours : 1 37 


| 
| 


PROLOGUE, 
4 fleut Hibernian, and ferocious Scot, 


| T ogether boil in our enchanted pot ; 


To taint theſe viands with the true fumet, 
He foreds a muſty, wain, French — martinet. 
This fals ingredient. might our porridge mar 
Without ſome acid juice of Engl tar. 
To rouſe the appetite the drum foall rattle, | 8 
And the deſert ſpall be a bloodlyſs battle. 
What heart cuil l fail to glow, what eye to brighten, 


Iden Britain's ewrath arous'd begins to lighten ! 


Her thunders roll ber fearkſs ſons advance, 


Aud her red enfigns wave ver the pale flow'rs of France. 


Such game our fathers play 'd in days of yore, 
When Edward's banners fann'd the Gallic ſhore ; 
When Howard*s arm Eliza's vengeance hurl'd, 
And Drake diffus'd her fame around the world : 
Still hall that gal. lite flame your boſoms fire, 
The gen rous ſon foall emulate the ore; +. 

Her ancient ſplendor England fhall maintain, 
O'er diſtant realms extend her genial reign, 
And riſe—th unrival'd empreſs of the main. 


TH 


R E N 1 öo»uu 
o, THE _ 
TARS OF OLD ENGLAND. 
A'CT Il. #ERWE 


HEearRTLY, BRUSH. 


Brvsn. | 

ELL, if this be taking diverſion on the water, 
God ſend me ſafe on Engliſh ground! and if 
ever I come in fight of the ſea again, may a watry 
grave be my portion.—Firſt, to be terrified with the 
thoughts of drowning—Secondly, to be toſſed and 
tumbled about like a foot-ball—Thirdly, to be drenched 
with ſea-water—Fourthly, to be ſtunk to death with 
pitch and tar and the ſavoury ſcent of my fellow-ſufferers 
—Fifthly, to be racked with perpetual puking till 
my 


| 
| 
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my guts are turned inſide out — And ſixthly and laſtly, 


to be taken priſoner and plundered by the French 


HEART Lx. 


| Enough —_— Enough 


B AUS R. 

Enough !—aye, and to ſpare—l wiſh I could give part 
to thoſe who envy my good fortune—But, how will the 
good lady Bloomwell moralize when ſhe finds her 
daughter Miſs Harriet is fallen into the hands of Mon- 
fieur de Champignon 


HEART TL x. 


No more chat reflection alarms me l- yet I have no- 


| thing to fear—as there is no war declared, we ſhall ſoon 


be releaſed : and in the mean time the French will treat 


us with their uſual politeneſs. 


Brvsn. 


Pox on their politeneſs ! ah maſter ! commend me to 
the blunt ſincerity of the true ſurly Britiſh maſtif—The 
raſcalion that took my purſe bowed ſo low, and paid me 
ſo many compliments, that I ventured to argue the mat. 


ter in hopes of convincing him he was in the wrong— 


. but 


A e 40 
but he ſoon ſtopped my mouth with 4 v. by 
clapping a cocked piſtol to my ear, and telling me he 
ſhould have the honour to blow my brains out—Ano- 
ther of thoſe polite” gentlemen! begged leave to ex- 
change hats with me A third fell in love with my filver 
ſhoe-buckles—Nay, that very individual nice; buttock 


of beef, which I had-juſt begun to ſurvey with looks 


of deſire, after the diſmal evacuation I had undergone, 
was raviſhed from my fight by two famiſhed' French 
wolves, who beheld it with _ Joy and aſtoniſhment. 


Heng. "IE 


4 


1 1 Pry they plundered us wich * b dexterity 
and diſparch ; and even Monficur de Champignon the 
commander did not keep his hands clear of the pillage— 
An inſtance of rapaciouſneſs I did not expect to meet 


wich in a gentleman and an WW he will, be- 


have as ſuch to Harriet! 


F 
Faith ö noe to fatter you, Sir, k take kim 6 11 one 


of thoſe fellows who owe their good fortune to nothing 
leſs than their good works—He firſt rifled your miſtreſs 
1 and then made love to het with great gallantry—but you 


was in the right to call yourſelf her brother-—if he knew 


K you 
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you were his rival you might paſs your time very diſa. 
greeably. | 


HurarTLY. 


There are two officers on board, who ſeem to diſap- 
prove of his conduct; they would not be concerned in 
robbing us, nor would they ſuffer their ſoldiers to take 
any ſhare of the prey, but condoled Harriet and me on 
our misfortune, with marks-of real concern. 


Brvusn. 


You mean lieutenent Oclabber and enſign Maclay- 
more, a couple of damned renegadoes !—you lean upon 
a broken reed if you truſt to their compaſſion. 


HSBART Lx. 


Oclabber I knew at Paris, when I travelled with my 
brother, and he then bore the character of an honeſt man 
and a brave officer—The other is an Highlander, ex- 
cluded, I ſuppoſe, fram his own country on account of 
the late rebellion ; for that reaſon, perhaps, more apt 
to pity the diſtreſſed.— I ſee them walking this way in 
cloſe conference—While I go down to the cabin to viſit 
my dear Harriet, you may lounge about and endeavour 
to over-hear their converſation. | [Exeunt. 
SCENE 
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SCENE I. 


OcLavBEeR, MACLAYMORE. 


OCLABBER, 


"Bath for what ?—I don't valye Monkeur de Chan- 
pignon a rotten potatoe ; and when the ſhip goes aſhore, I 
will be after aſking him a ſhivil queſtion, as I told him 
to his face, when he turned hs ack. pon a IP 
cabin. 


| Mactaymons. | 
a 
Weel, woul, maiſter Oclabber, [ wonna zak upon. me 
to ſay atogether ye'er in the wrang—but ye ken ther's 
a time far a“ things; and we man gang hooly and fair- 
ly while we're under command. -- | 64207 


o 


You may talk as you plaiſe, Mr. ann 

a man of learning, honey. Indeed, indeed I am always 
happy when you are ſpaiking, whether I am aſleep or 

awake a gra. But, by my ſhoul I will maintain, after 

the breath is; out of my body, that the Engliſh pea- 

ure boat * right to beben before the deckrtaggn 
: ''& 3 of 
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of war; much more the priſoners to be plundered, 
which you know is s the r r of pirates and pri- 


3 F 


vateers. 
SST As 
 MACLAYMORE. 

To be ſure, the law of nations does na preſcind that 
privilege in actual war: for ye ken in ancient times, the 
victor teuk the Hh opinia ; and in my country to this 
very day we follow the auld practice, pecudum prædus 
gere. But, then, ye man take notice, nae gentleman 
wad plunder a leddy—awa', awa' !—fie for ſhame ! and 
a right ſonſy damſel too. I'm ſure it made my heart 
wae, to ſee the ſaut brine come happin o'er her win- 


ſome cheeks, S 


4 I 44 -* 
4 4 1 
4 & 92 11 = 


On. 


Devil burn me but my -bowels nope nn 
her ſweet face look ſo ſorrowful !—och! the delicate 
creature !—ſhe 's the very moral of my own honey, dear 
- Sheelah o'Shannaghan, whom I left big with child in 
the county of Fermenaghan, grammachree !—=Ochone 
my dear Sheelah !=-Look here, ſhe made me this 
ſword - belt, of the ſkin of a ſea-wolf that I ſhot at the 
mouth of the Shannon and I gave her at parting a 
nun's diſcipline to keep her ſweet fleſh in order—och ! 


- | my 


„ DOVEWDAY © ay 


my dear honey captain, cried ſhe, I ſhall never do pe- 
nance, but I will be thinking of you. Ah! poor Shee- 
lah, ſhe once met with à terrible misfortune gra; we 
were all a merry-making at che caſtle of Ballyclongh: 
and fo Sheelah having drank, a,cup g much. bony, 
fell down ſtairs out of a window, When I came to 
her ſhe told me ſhe was ſpeechleſs ; and by my ſhoul it 
was tree long weeks before ſhe got upon her legs again : 
then I compoſed a lamentation in the Iriſh tongue 
and ſung it to the tune of -Drimmendoo; but, a friend 
of mine, of the order of Shaint Francis, has: madera 
relation of i e and it goes very, well zp phe 


aA of Elen-a-Roon. CD I enndtat) 


. 


pt 7 
1 
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N 4 au I BY 21 1 ag Mr e Nba 
Whether is't an elegy or an ode? Ei 
- OCLABBER. 


How the devil e can it be odd, when the verſes gre 


" 7 yy 0 
oa 7 | 
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Gif it hy an elegy, it maſt be written u he © carmen 
elegiacum; or giff it be an ode, it may be mohocdle, 
dicolos, tetraſtrophos—or perhaps its looſe iambics, 

. RE OCLABBER, 


| 
| 
| | 
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OCLABBER, 


Axa, upon my conſcience I believe it is imple ſham- 


brucks, honey. But if you'll hold your . you 


wall ſee with your own eyes. 


$ O N G. 


I. 
Ye fwains of the Shannon, fair Sheelah is gone, 


Ve ſwains of the Shannon, fair Sheelah is gone, 


Ochone my dear jewel ; 
Why was you fo cruel 
Amid my companions to leave me alone? 


II. 
Tho? teague ſhut the caſement in Bally-clough hall ; 
Tho? teague ſhut the caſement in Bally-clough hall ; 


In the dark ſhe was groping, 
And found it wide open ; 


och I the devil himſelf could not ftand ſuch a fall. 


| - III. 


In beholding your charms, I can ſee them no more, 

In beholding your charms, I can ſee them no more, 
I you're dead do but own it; * 
Then you'll hear me bemoan it; 

For in loud lamentations your fate I'll deplore. 

Devil curſe this occafion with tumults and ftrife ! 

Devil curſe this occaſion with tumults and ftrife ! - -- 
O! the month of November, 

She Ill have cauſe to remember, 

As a black letter day all the days of her life, 


V. 


With a rope I could catch the dear creature I've loſt ! 
With a rope I could catch the dear creature I've * 
But, without a diſmiſſion, ö 
I'd loſe my commiſſion, 
eee or deerting my pol 


| Shall I never ſee you, my lovely Sheelah, d forum 
c 
XK4 - miles 
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miles of each other, I would never deſire to be nearer 


177 

all the days of my * 85 
1 | CCC 
$2070 oa mad: i | 1) 
MACLAYMORE. 124 11 
421 0 IS 17 ' 4 $4 * 


Hoot-fie ! Captain Oclabber, whare 's a your Philo- 
ſophy ! —did ye never read Seneca de Conjolatione *— 
or Voluſenus, my countrymen,. de 7 ranguillitate Auimi g 
I ſe warrant we have left a bonny laſs too, in 
the braes of Lochobar- my 'yellow-hair'd deary that 
wont to meet me amang the hethey—Heigh firs! how 
ſhe grat-anderied, e waes my heart that we ſhould ſun- 
« der. nie, What 's a n | 

enn * noiſe 2 0 . 


— 


| Oc 
| Arran-mon-deaul ! they ate beating our granadier's 
march, as if the enemy was in view; but, I ſhall fetch 
them off long enough before they begin to charge; or, 
by Shaint Patrick! I'Il beat their ſkulls to a pancake. 


 MacLayMoORE,, 


| [To a bag-piper croſſing the Hake, 
Mare are ye 855 ane with the v5 nd Donald? 


- PIPER, 


1 A:COMED LOT 15 


+: * 
Pr ER. 


1 N42 2 4 


Guid fait! an A your honour, the commander 
has ſent for her to play a ſpring to the ſaſenach damſel: 
but, her nain ſell wad na pudge the length of her tae, 
without your honouPs'6Hde—ind me f gat 4. the wen 
march beſdre her with the Drug 2 and the reſt of 
* — 1 N . 


1 4 ” . - PX * * 4 . 
. Q 1 - , * 1 — 4 — — en OY) . 
Nu . 1 11 J þ ; * 


PR 4 en MSA 402.5 l 

By my faul ! he's a gowk, and a, gauky, beet 
diverting the poor laſſy with the pupet-ſhew of her 
ain misfortane — but, Howlomeyer, 'Dotiatd, ye may 
gang and entertain her with a pibroch of Macreeman's 
compoſition ; and if ſhe has any, taſte for enge of 


ſoon 3 her forget her diſaſter, | s 


&Y bd 30 MU — - ww . 
| C 1 


#5 «© © 


- 510 
or Nu: aiz0lg O ιτ 


Arrah, now ſince that's the ad I would n t be 
guilty of a rude thing to the lady; and if it be done to 
compoſe her ſpirits, by my ſhoul ! the drum ſhall beat 
till ſhe”s both deaf ind dumb, | before I tell it to leave 
off—but, we'll go and ſee the proceſſion. [Excant: 


yp SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
A Proceſſion. 


Firſ the bag-pipe—then a ragged dirty ſheet for the 
French colours—a file of ſoldiers in tatters—the Engliſh 
priſoners —the plunder, in the midſt of which is an Eng- 
liſh buttock of beef carried on the ſhoulders of four meagre 
Frenchmen. The drum followed by a crew of French 


CHAMPIGCNON, HarRIET: 


CHAaMPIGNON. 

Madame, you ſee de fortune of de war—my fate be 
admirable capricieux—you be de prifonier of my arm— 
I be de cautive of your eye—by gar! my glorie turn to 
my diſgrace! 


Harriet. 


Truly, I think fo too — for nothing can be more diſ- 
graceful than what you have done. 


CHAMPIGNON. 


CHAMPIGNON., 


Den vat I ave done - parbleu! I not underſtand vat 
you mean, madame—1 ave de honour to carry off one 
great victoire over de Englis. | 


HARRIEZ Tr. | 
You have carried off an unarmed boat, - contrary to 
the law of nations ; and rifled the paſſengers in oppo- 
fition to the dictates cf juſtice and humanity—[ ſhould 
be glad to know what a common robber could do worſe, 


CHAMPIGNON. 
Common robber Madam your ſerviteur tres humble 
—de charm of your eſprit be as brilliant as de attraits 


of your perſonne: in one and t oder you be parfaite- 
ment adorable—ſouffrez den dat I preſent my art at 
your altar. | 


HaRrRIET. 

If you have any heart to preſent, it muſt be a very 
ſtale ſacrifice—for my ow] part I have no taſte for the 
Fum?t ; ſo you had better keep it for the ladies of your 
own country. 


CnaMmrPicnoNn. 
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| CHAMPIGNON. 
Ah crudlle!--de ladies en France will felicite dem- 
ſelves dat you renonce de tendre of Monkeur de Cham- 
pignon.——Madame la ducheſſe - mais taifons—ahlte la 
et la belle marquiſe! ah quelles ames —vanité apart, 
madam, I ave de honneur to be one man a bonnes for- 
tunes.— Diable m 'emporte ! ! till I rencontre your invin- 


cible eye, 1 ave alway de fame ſucces i in love as in war. 


6 on — 
a - 


| named, wemnd oa 
I dare ſay _ have been __ equally "_ and 


wile. . 6 | . 


cnαν,ña ox. 5 


Ah ma a charmanje 1——dat 3 is more of your bonts den 
of my merite—permettez donc, dat I amuſe you wid 


the tranſports of my flame, 


- 


HARRIE x. 


In a proper place, I believe I ſhould find chem very 
entertaining. 


CHAMPIGNON, 
How you raviſh me, my princeſſe ! — avouez donc, 


you *ave de ſentimens for my perſonne—parbleu, it is 
„„ 


A COMED Y.1 7 14¹ 


all your generoſitẽ dere is noting extraordinary in m 
perſonne, diable r 


110 03 4108 11 Ws + | 
Has RI er. 


. Indeed, monſieur, you do yourſelf r IT you 


are certainly the moſt extraordinary perſon I had ever 


the honour to ſce. 


Cnauyionox. 752 
nn 


5 *Y nada! I his ane the r of your 
politeſſe your approbation ave di pẽ de brouillard dat 
envelope ma fantaſie — your ſmile inſpire me wid alle- 
DHA ! vive Pamour 1 la, la, lam: 


z ; 


Hv. 


What a delicate pipe! I find, monſieur! » you're alike | 


perſctt in all your ä 


CHAMPICNON, 
Madame, your Naveeternellement—perſonnes of gout 
ave own dat me ſing de chanſonettes not altogeder too 
bad, before I ave de honour to receive one ball de piſto- 


let in my gorge, wen I board de Englis man of war, 


one, two, tree, four, ten year ago I take poſſeſon 


ſabre a la main; but, by gar, de ennemi be opiniatre ! 


—dey refuſe to ſubmit and carry me to Plimout—dere 
I ap- 


* 
- 
— — — 
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I apprehend your tongue, madame dere I dance, and 
ave de gallanteries parmi les belles filles Angloiſes—1 
teaſh dem to love they teaſh me to ſing your jolies 
vaudevilles.— A coblere dere vas, and he live in one 
* tall.” ——Hai, hai ! how you taſte my talens, madame ? 


HARRIET. 
Oh! you ſing inchantingly; and ſo natural, one 
would imagine you had been a cobler all the days of 
your life.— Ha, ha, ha! 


CHAMPIGNON. 


Hai, hai, hai !--if you not flatter me, madame, I be 
more happy dan Charlemagne—but I ave fear dat you 
mocquez de moi—tell a me of grace, my princeſſe, vat 
ſort of lover you ſhooſe—T vil transform myſelf for your 


HARRIET. 
I will not fay what fort of lover I like; but 1'l! ſing 
what ſort of lover I deſpiſe. 


CHAMPIGNORK: 


By gar, he love me eperduement. ( Afde.) 


EH . SONG. 


— ERR 
2 — — 
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S O NS. 


We. - 
From the man whom I love, tho' my heart I diſguiſe, 
J will freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe, 
And if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 
He will ſare take the hint from the picture I draw. 


II. 
A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau. 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a crow: 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon, _ 
In courage a hind, in conceit a gaſcoon. 

III. 
As a vulture rapacious, in falſchood a fox, 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks ; 
As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as an hog, 
In miſchief an ape, and in favaing a dog. 


| IV. 

In a word, to ſum np all his talents together, 

His heart is of lead, and his brain is of feather : 
Yet, if he has ſenſe but to balance a firaw, © 
He will ſure take che hint from the picture I draw. 


CuaMPtcnon. 
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CHAMPIGNON. 


Morbleu, madamie, you fing a marveilles—by gar, 
de figure be ver ſingulier. 


$* I 


SCENE IV. 
HaARATET, CHAMrIOGNOR, HEAR TLY, 


CHAMPIGNON. 


Mon. Artlie, I ave de honeur to be your moſt umble 
ſerviteur—mademoiſe!le your ſiſter ave des perfections 
of an ange ; but ſhe be cold as de albatre. You do'me 


good office I become of your 2 ou command 


my ſervice. 


HEARTLT. 


1 hope my ſiſter will ſet proper value upon your ad- 
dreſſes: and you may depend upon my beſt endea- 
vouts to perſuade her to treat your paſſion as it de- 


ſery ES, 


* 


I CHAMPIGNON. . 


As it deſerve !—mardy! dat is all I defire—den I 


treat you as one prince. {4 ſervant whiſpers and vetires}] 
2 | Comment } | 


” ww 6 - - 
— 
72 
= 
n 


A4 Cr. 6 


Combibir que m 'importe—madame 1 muſt leave you 
for one moment to de gard of Monſieur your broder; 


but I return in one twinkle. [Exit 


SCENE V. 
HEART I x, HAARIE T. 


HEAR TTL x. 


My dear Harriet, have you good nature enough to fors 


give me for having expoſed you to all theſe dangers and 


misfortunes ? 


I can't but he pleaſed with an event which has in- 


troduced me to the acquaintance of the accompliſhed 


Champignon, ha, ha, ha! 


HZAR TL x. 


You can't imagine how happy I am to ſee you bear 


your misfortune with ſuch good humour, after the ter- 
| Tor you underwent at our being taken. 


Hannity. 
I was indeed ternible alarmed when a cannon ſhot 
came whiſtling over our heads; and not a little de- 
| L jecded 


146 THE. REPRISAL: 


jected when I found myſelf a prifoner—but I imagine 
all danger diminiſhes, or at leaſt loſes part of its ter- 
ror, the nearer you approach it: and as for this 
Champignon, he is ſuch a contemptible fellow, that 
upon recollection, I almoſt deſpiſe myſelf for having 
been afraid of him--O? my conſcience ! I believe all 
courage is acquired from practice.—1 don't doubt but 
in time I ſhould be able to ſtand a battery myſelf. 


HEARTLY. 


Well, my fair Thaleſtris, ſhould you ever be at- 
tacked, I hope the aggreſſor will fall before you 
Champignon has certainly exceeded his orders, and we 
| ſhall be releaſed as ſoon as a gn cx can be made 
to ws French court. 


HARRIET. 
I should be loth to trouble the court of France with 
matters of ſo little conſequence. Don't you think It 
practicable to perſuade the captain to ſet us at liberty? 
There is one figure in rhetoric which I believe he 
would hardly reſiſt. | | | 


1 


1 5 your meaning, and the experiment Gall be 
ier, if we fail of ſucceſs from another quarter. 1 
4 | | intend 
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intend to make myſelf known | to Oclabber, with whom 


I was formerly acquainted, and take his advice. He 
and the Scotch enſign are at a variance with Cham- ' 


pignon, and diſapprove of our being made priſoners. 


SCENE VI. 


HearTLY, HARRIE T, Bruss. 


HzarTLY to BrRusn. 
Well, fir, you have been fiſhing the bonny Scot: 
' have you caught any eee E 


ä Bn wow 
Sir, I have ae your buſineſ. Captain Maclay- 
more and I have been drinking a bottle of ſour wine 
to the health of Miſs Harriet and your N in a 
word, amm we 


7 De. 4 


Has Ar. 
. Won * 


— Mr. Bruſh, what method did you take to in- 
gratiate yourſelf with that you ſtalking eden: 
der? G <63 454 208.2 


| B Aus n. 
I won his heart with ſome tranſient encomiums on 
his pots I affected to admire his plaid, as an im- 


L 2 *. provement 
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proyement on the Roman togaz ſwore it was a moſt 
ſoldierly garb; and ſaid, 1 did not, wonder to ſee. it 
adopted, by a nation, equally renowned, for learning 
and valour. 


HEeAnT LY, 


| Theſe infidious compliments. could not fail to un- 
dermine his loftineſs, 


Baus n. | 
He adjuſted his bonnet, rolled his quid from one 
cheek to the other, threw his plaid over his left ſhoul- 
der with an air of importance, ſtrutted to the farther 
end of the deck; then returning with, his, hard fea- 
| tures, unbended into a ,ghaſtly, ſmile, By my ſaul! 
125 mon,“ ſays he, ye re na fule; I fee ye ken fo 
% weel how to mak proper diſtinQions—you and I man 
de better acquainted. I bowed very low in return 
for, the great honour he did me—hinted, that though 
now I was in the ftation of a ſervant, I had ſome pre- 
tenſions. to family: and asking. cried tempora mutan- 
tur, et nos mutamur in illis, . 
| HzAaRTLY. | 
That ſcrap of Latin was. a home chruſiVou ſee, 
firrah, the benefit of a charity ſchol. 


: 


| $402; | Bxvsn, 
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Bash. | 

y, little did I think, when I was flogged for ne- 
_ my Accidence, that ever my learning would 
turn to ſuch account—Captain Maclayniore was fur- 
prized to hear me ſpeak Latin: yes he Found fault with 
my pronunciation. He ſhook mie by the hand, though 
I was a little ſhy of that compliment, and ſaid he did 
not expect to find flowers under a nettle: but Iput 
him in mind of the ſingat cat, for I was better than I | 
was bonny—then he carried me to his cabin, where we 
might diſcourſe more freely; told me the captain was 
« a light-headed guſe,” and expreſſed his concern ut 
your captivity, which he ſaid was a flagrant infrafion 
of neee Chapelle. | 5 


Harrier. 


There I hope you backed his opinion with all your 
eloquence. 
3 8 Bavsn, 
I extolled his underſtanding ; intereſied his gallan- 
try in the cauſe of a diſtreſſed lady; and in order to 
clinch my remonſtrance, told him that my maſter's 


great grandmother's aunt was a Scotch woman of the 
1 name 
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name of Mackintoſh, and that Mr. Heartly piqued 
himſelf on the Highland blood that ran in his veins. 


 HeaArTLY. 


I'm obliged to your invention for the honour of 
_ that alliance hope the diſcovery had a proper effect 
upon my couſin 5 


BR usS H. 


He no ſooner heard that particular, than he ſtarted 
up, crying, What the deel ſay ye? Mackintoſh !— 
ee ſwunds mon! that 's the name of my ain mither— 
* wha kens but meſter Heartly and I may be coozens 
« ſeventeen times removed? Then he gave me a full 
account of his pedigree for twelve generations, and 
' -hawked up the names of his progenitors till they ſet 
my teeth on edge. To conclude, he has promiſed to 
give you all the aſſiſtance in his power, and even to 
favour our eſcape; for, over and above his other mo- 
tives, I find he longs to return to his own country, and 
thinks a piece of ſervice done to an Engliſh gentleman 
may enable him to gratify that inclination. 


-HrarTLY. W "4 


ht what icheme have "Im laid for our nie ? 
\ Bavsn, | 
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BRUuSs H. ; 
The boat is along-fide—our men are permitted to 
walk che deck When the captain retires to reſt, and 
the watch is relieving, nothing will be more eaſy than 
to ſtep on board of our own alley, cut, the rope, hoiſt . 
the ſails, and make the beſt of our way to Old England. 


HearTLY. 


But, you don't conſider that Monſieur de Champignon, 
if alarmed, may flip his cable and give us chace——nay, 

compliment us with a diſh of ſugar-plumbs that may 
be very hard of digeſtion. | | 
BRUSGn. N 

There the friendſhip of Maclaymore will be of ſer- 

vice: for, as ſoon as our flight is known, he and his 
- men, on pretence of being alert, will make ſuch a 
| buſtle and confuſion, that nothing can be done until we 
\ are out of their reach; and then we muſt truſt to our 
| own canvaſs and the trim of our veſſel, which is a prime 


Ira Harziagr. 


„ nner 


Harri Er. 
The e is he me: and may be the more ner. a 


$2 WF SS "8 


rate with the enlign, | 


HZ AAT IU x. 


' Odvo! there he comes —Bruſh, go and wait upon 
Miſs Harriet to her cabin, while I accoſt this Hibernian, 


SCENE VI. 
HearTLY, OCLABBER, 


eien 


Your humble ſervant, fir--I hope the lady i is plaiſed 
with her accommodation—don't you begin to be refreſh- 
| ed with the French air blowing over the ſea ?—upon my 

my conſcience ! now, it's ſo delicate and keen, that for 
| my own part, honey, I have been as hungry as an Iriſh 
wolf dog ever ſince I came when, kingdom, Ong, 


He ARTL 1. 
Sir, I ak you for your kind inquiry.—I am na 
ſtranger to the French air, nor to the politeneſs of cap- 


9 


0 
| tain 
: - 23 227 
* 


=_” C O'MIEDY. * , ny 
— -hae you quirrgo- your lh 
Ocrannum, | 


Wo” Acquaiatance, honey! — — by medal] I ſhould, be 
proud to. recollect your countepance, though, I never 
ſaw you before in the days of my life! 


"HranTiY. þ + 


Don't you remember two Engliſhmen at Paris, about 
three years * of the name of Heartly ? 


Oelen. 

Ub ub 00! hy Shaint Patrick 1 remember you as 

well as nothing in the world. —Arrah, now, whether is 
it nn 


HZAATTL x. | 


My brother died of conſumption on ar en. 
turn to England, 4. | 


OCLABBER. | 


Ah! God reſt his foul, poor eee 6 
great comfort to a man to be after dying in his own 
country —1 hope he was your elder W gra.— Oh! 

I re- 
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I remember you two made one with us at the hotel de 
| Buſſy—by my fhoul ! we were very merry and frolick- 


ſome ; and you know I hurt my ancle, and my foot 
ſwelled as big as three potatoes—by the fame token I 
fent for a rogue of a ſurgeon, who ſubſcribed for the 
cure, and wanted to make a hand of my foot. —Mr. 
Heartly, the devil fly away with me but I am proud 
to ſee you, and you may command me without fear or 
affection, gra. 


HrAaRTLY. 


Sir, you are extremely kind; and may, I apprehend, 
do me a good office with captain Champignon, who, I 
cannot help ſaying, has treated us with very little cere- 


mony. 


k | oer as. 
I'll tell you what, Mr. Heartly, we officers don't 
chuſe to find fault with one another; becauſe there's a 
diſcipline and ſubordination to be obſerved, you know ; 
— therefore I ſhall ſay nothing of him as an officer, 
honey; but, as a man, my dear, by the maſs, he's a 
meer baiſt. ol 


HzARTLY. 
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HearTLY. 

I'm glad to find your opinion of him ſo conformable 
to my own.—-T underſtand by my ſervant too, that Mr. 
Maclaymore agrees with us, in his ſentiments of Mon- 
fieur de Champignon ; and diſapproves of his taking 
\ _ our boat, as an unwarrantable inſult offered to the Bri- _ 
tiſh nation. I | | 


OCLABBER. 

By my ſhoul! I told him ſo before you came aboard. 
—As for enſign Maclaymore, there is not a prettier fel- 
low in ſeven of the beſt counties in Ireland—as brave as 
a heron, my dear—arrah, the deyil burn him if he fears 
any man that never wore a head. —Ay, and a great 
ſcholar to boot—he can talk Latin and Iriſh as well as 
the archbiſhop of Armagh.—Didn't you know we are 
ſworn brothers—tho* I'm his ſenior officer, and ſpaik 
the French more fluid, mw | 


SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 


HEARNTLTI, OcLanBtR, BRUs u. 


BR us n. 


c bn tht fre. 


| | OCLABBER. 
Arrah what 's a fire, honey ? | 
| BRS. 
All our fine project gone to pot!—We may now 


hang up our harps among the willows, and fit down 
and weep by Babel's ſtreams. 


HEART IL x. 


What does the blockhead mean? 


BrusH 1 
One of our fooliſh fellows has blabhed that Mis 
Harriet is not your ſiſter, but your miſtreſs ; and this 
report has been carried to. Monſieur de Champignon, 
whom I left below in the cabin, taxing her with diſ- 
| fimulation, and threatening to confine her for life.— 
He ſings, capers, ſwears and ſtorms in a breath !— 
e „ I hare 
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I have ſeen Bedlam ; but an Engliſh lunatic at full 
moon, is a very ſober animal when n to a 
Fc a paſſion. b 


HEART Tr. 

I care not . BY Wait? he 
ſhall not offer the leaſt violence to my Harriet, while 
a drop of blood circulates in my veins I'll aſſault 
him, though unarmed, and die in her defence. Going. 


OcLaBBER. 
Won't you be eaſy now ?—your dying fignifies no- 
thing at all, honey ; for, if you ſhould be killed in the 
fray, what excuſe would you make to the young lady's . 
relations, for leaving her alone in the hands of the ene- 
my ?—by my ſhoul ! you'd look very fooliſh. —Take - 
no notice all, and give yourſelf no trouble about the 
matter—and if he ſhould raviſh. your miſtreſs, by. my 
ſalvation! I would take upon me to put him under 
arreſt, . 


Har Er. N 


The villain dares not think 8 | 
n 


+ ” 


 OCLABBER» 
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OCLABBER. 


% 


Devil confound me! but I'd never deſtre a better 
joke—Och then, my dear, you'd ſee how I'd trim 
him—you ſhould have ſatisfaction to your heart's con- 
tent. 


4 
oe. HEARTLY, 


Diſtraction —If you will not give me your aſſiſtance, 
I'll fly alone to her defence. 


BEGS, 

Zooks! fir, you're as mad as he,—You"ll ruin us 
paſt all redemption, —What the deuce are you afraid 
of ?—Raviſh !—An atomy like that pretend to raviſh ! | 
No, no: hell raviſh nothing but our goods and chat- 
tels, and theſe he has diſpoſed of already.—Befides, 
Miſs Harriet, when his back was turned, defired me to 
conjure you in her name, to take care of yourſelf : for 
Champignon would have no pretence to confine her, if 


you was out of the way. 


OCLABBER. 


O' my conſcience, a very ſenſible young woman | 

When there are two lovers in the caaſe, tis hatural to 
; 5 | 

wiſh 


| 14COMBDEST agg 
wiſh one of them away. Come along with me, ho- 
ney ; we'll hold a council of war with enſign. Mac- 
laymore—perhaps he may contrive mains to part YOu.— 
No man knows better how to make a ſoldierly re- 
treat. | 1 | | 


BRAUS RH. 


Soldierly or unſoldierly, it ſignifies not a button 
fo we do but eſcape, I ſhall be glad to get away at any 
rate even if I ſhould fly like a thief from the gal- 
lows. | | 


OcCLABRER. 


Devil fire you, my dear! you're a wag—Arrah, who 
told you that my friend Maclaymore eſcaped from the 


gallows ?—By my ſhoul ! tis all fortune ds la guerra. © 


Indeed, indeed, I would never defire to command a 
better corps than what I could form out of the honeſt. 
_ gentlemen you have hanged in England. 


HEeaRTLY. 

I'm ſo confounded and perplexed in conſequence of 
this unlucky diſcovery, that can't ſtart one diſtin 
thought, much leſs contribute to any ſcheme that re- 
quires cool deliberation. 


OCcLABBER. 


36 THE REPRIS AL: 
OCLABBER. | 
Arrah faith, my dear, we muſt leave thoſe things to 
wiſer heads, For my own part, I'm a ſoldier, and 
never burden my brain with unneceffary baggage.” 
| I won't pretend to lead, but I follow in the throng ; 
And as I don't think at all, I can never think wrong. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


ACT. 
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| Aer u. SCENE L 
A great noiſe and buſtle behind the ſcenes, | 


MAcLAT MORE, CHAMPIGNON. 

Ca An” running upon the ſtage in a ridiculous 
| diſhabille. ; 

Punzz garde qu'elle ne vous echappe! — aux 

bans Nonſ. nnn : 

"_— e N 


Mactaruort. 
| [Overtrning him as if through miſtake. 
As I fall anſwar, the folks are a“ gaen daft! —deel 


| ap out your cen! I'm nae fic midge but ye might a 
ſeen me in your porridge. | 


SGH FOES 2 


Ah nner! aſlaſſin vous avez tus votre com- 
| mandant {—holla ho! mes gens, a moi. | 


Mica xe ein; 


. na! it canna be our cbmmander Monßeur de 
Champignon, running about in the dark like a worri- 
M cow / 
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cow !—Preſerve us 2! it's the vara mon—weel I wet, 
Sir, I'm right ſorry to find you in fic a pickle=-but wha 
thought to meet with 00 playing at blind Henry on 
deck ? 


| Cranyienos, | Leier: 


vente faingris! my whole brain be derktighe! — 
traitre! you be in de complot. 


MAaCLAYMORE. 


| Traiter! me nae traiter, Meſter Champignon, or gude 
Faith ! you and I man ha” our kail _—_ the reek. 


| CHAMPIGNON, 


Were be de priſoniers ?—tell a me dat—ha !--mort 
de ma vie ! de Englis vaiſſeau !—de priſe ! de priſoniers! 

—facrebleu ! ma gloire! mes richeſſes! rendez moi les 

Priſoniers—you be de enſeigne, you be de officier. 


| 'Maciaruors. 
Troth, I ken foo weel I'm an officer—T wuſs ſome 
other people who haud their heeds unco high, ken'd the 
reſpact due to an officer, we ſhould na be faſhed with a“ 
this din. 


CaaMpicoxon 
oy 


Cnanribuomn., * | 
Tell à me au r 
nenn em | 
ſottiſes ? 


Mactarmonrt 


Nay, fin ye treat me. with ſa little ceremony, 1 man 
tell you, Meſter Heartly was na. committed to my 
charge, and fae ye may gang and leuk after him—and | 
as for priſoners, I ken of nae priſoners but your ain 
valet, whom you ordered to be put in-irons this morn- 
ing for ſupping part of your bouillon, and if the poor 
fallow had na done the deed I think he muſt have 
ftarved for want of victuals. 5 


% 


CHAMPIGNONs 


Morbleu 1 Monfieur Maclai more, you iftrait me N 
your babil.— I demand de I To Fa enten⸗-⸗ 
dez vous? * 


— 


MaGiatwdik ; 

| Monſieur de Champignon, je vougentens bien —there 
was nae Engliſh priſoner here for I man tell) you, Sir, 
that if ever you had read Grotits 4 Jure Belli ac Paci. 


M 2 . = or 
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or Puffendorf de officio Hominis & Civis — ye wad a“ ſeen 
he could na be in the predicament of a captus in bello, 
or an ob/es or vades—for what? ye ll ſay—becauſe he 


was na teuk flagrante bello—ergo he was nae priſoner of 
war—now what ſays the learned Puffendorf ? 


CAE, 


Comment Doral me Puff-and-horf? ventre bleu! 
you be one impertinent. | 


"MACLAYMORE. 
What, what! — that's a paughty word, Sir — that's 
nae langage for a gentleman—nae mair o'that, or gude 
rn ons. - 


ebe, | 


Morbleu! you ave forger dat I be your general—you | 


1 7 

By my ſaul, mon! that's ſtrange news indeed Von 
my chief! you chief of the Maclaymores ! 
| Cini | 


8 = MACLAYMORE. 


* 
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MACLAYMORE. - 

Donna ruſtre me, Sir, or deel dam my ſaul, but 1'l 
wraſt your head aff your ſhoulders, if 56. way oo 
| Chat in THIN 


, draw and fight. 


SCENE II. 


O rn, Ca AMPIGNON, a 


oe e oo 


Devil fire you my lads! hat 's the walniag of all 
this diſturbance ?—0' my conſcience ! there 's no ſuch 
thing as reſting below—a man would lie as quiet at the 
bottom of the ſea—T 've been a bed theſe tree hours, 
but I could not cloſe an eye, gra; for. you waked me 
before I fell aſleep. ¶ Pretending to diſcover Champignen- 
Arrah now, don't I dream, honey ? what is it your own- 
ſelf Monſieur de Champignon, going to attack my 

enſign ?—by my ſhoul ! that 's-not ſo ſhivil now, aboard 
of your own ſhip. Gentlemen, I put you both under 
arreſt in the king's name—you' ſhall ſee one another 
locked in your cabins with your own hands ; and then, 
 F.you ext one another's nen, by. the. eg virgin! 
F "I you 


Ul 
| 
| 
| 
| 


6+ 
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£5 you ſhall be brought to a court martial, and tried * 


— 
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your lives, « 


APRIL Mac. L A MOR 2 | [Sbrathing his four, 
weel, weel, gr, —7e? re my commanding officer— 
ruum ft imperare——but, he and 1 ſall meet before moun- 


tains meet —that! 8 4˙, 
» 


& 
CHAMPIGNON to OcLABBER. 


Vat! you prefume to entremettre in mes affaires 
d' honeur you have de hardieſſe to diſpute wid me de 
command of dis vaiſſeau de guerre ell a me if you 


know my condition, ha? 


OO rA ABER. 


Indeed, indeed my dear, I believe your preſent” con- | 


dition i is not very ſavoury—but, if enſign Maclaymore 


had made you ſhorter by the head, your condition would 


have been ſtill worſe and yet upon my conſcience ! 1 
have ſeen a Man command ſuch a frigate as this, with- 


out ay head at all. 


ORGLPLOAOK 52d bi 
Monfieur O-claw-bear, you mocquez de moi—yoy 
os feem to know We b 1 deſcend of de 
| bonne 


„. . — 


- 
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bonne famille—dat my progeniteurs ave bear de ho- 
nourable cette—de cotte of antiquitẽ. = . 


| OctanBrr. 5 
: By my ſhoul! when I knew you fir, 4 
very old coat yourſelf, my dear; for it was thread- 


bare, and out at elbows, 


r | 
Gu bl d10 70's; 


Ah! la mauvaiſe plaiſanterie.—Daignez,/ my goot 
lieutenant O-claw-bear, to onderſtand dat 1 ave de 
grands alliances - du bien de rente——dat I ave  regale 
des princes um Fo 


* 


| | | OCLABBER- | I 
och! I beg you chateau's pardon, grammachiee! 1 
have had the honour to ſee it on the banks of the Ga- 
_rTonne—and by my ſhoul I a very venerable building it 
was—aye, and very well bred to boot, honey ; for, it 
ood always uncovered: and never refuſed entrance to 
any paſſenger, even TIO it were the Wis 

" ChaMPIGNON. 
=P baude. to know my famille, ha? 


Ng M4 | ,. Occanaen, 
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 OCLABBER. 

By Shaint Patrick! I know them as well as the fa. 
ther that bore them—your nephew is a begging-bro- 
ther of the order .of Shaint Francis—Mademoiſelle, 
your fiſter, eſpouſed an eminent ſavatier in the county 
of Bearne ; and your own ſhelf, my dear, firſt mounted 
the ſtage as a charlatan: then ſerved the Count de 
Bardaſch for your diverſion ; and now by the King's 

| favour, you command a frigate of twelve guns, lying 
t anchor within the province of Normandy, 


| CnAMPIGNON, i 
Ah quelle mediſance !—que vous imaginez bien Mons 
fieur—but, I vill repreſent your conduit to des marchaux 
of France: and dey vill convince you dat Monſieur 
de Champignon is one perſonne of ſome conſide- 

_ ration—un charlatan !--maxdy ! dat be yer plaiſant.— 
 Meffeurs, ſeryiteur I go to give de neceſſaires ordres 
pour rattraper de Englis chaloupe—juſque au revoir — 
Charlatan —Savatier Morte de ma vie, [ZExit, 


SCENE III. 
OcriaBRrE R, MACLAYMORS. | 
| OCLABBER. | | 
Faith and troth! my dear, you 'Il ſee the chaloupe 


far enough out of ſight, by this time, 
| | # Ma e- 


A C "I E D Y, 


MAactaruont, | 
Brady” ſaul ! captain, ye ſent hin ae 6d:5 le 
in his bonnet—He l no care to wreſtle anither fa. with 
you in a hurry—he had the wrang fow by the lug. 


OA ER. 
If he will be after playing at rubbers, he 3 ex- 
pect to meet with bowls—pooh! I main, he muſh 
look to meet with bowls, if he will be playing at 
rubbers—arra man deaul ! that 's not the thing neither— 
þut, you know my maining, as the * is : 


MACLAYMORE. N 
5 Hoot, aye—I'ſe warrant I ken how to gar your | 
bools row right—and troth I canna help thinking but 
I played my ou Nur weel for a * 


OCLABBER, | 
For a beginner !—Devil fetch me ! but you played 
like a man that jokes in earneſt—but your joke was 
like to cut too keen, honey, when I came to part you— 
and yet I came as ſoon as you tipped me the wink with 
"out finger, 


7 ; 2 Mac- 


U— ———d . ää—j—ñ— ͤ ———— —ä—— a 
. 
” 
* 


| and then ſee what 's to a by done for Miſs Harriet. 
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MACLAYMORE. 
Let that flie flick i' the wa'—when the dirt 's dry it 
will rub out—but, now we man tak care of the poor 
waff laſſy that 's left under our protection, and defend 


her from the > maggots of this daft Frenchman. 


- 


| Or n=. 


"I uin be aſter confining him agile cali; if he of- 
bers to touch a hair of her beard, agra. 


M4 01 A'Y M ORE 
It's now break of day—donna ze ſee the bonny grey- 
eyed morn blinking o'er yon moſly cra' g?—We'll 
e'en gang doun and tak a taſſe of whiſky together, 


[Excunt. 


SCENE IV. 
HARKIET, Baus n. 
- | HaAAAEx. 


O Lord! I'm in ſuch a flutter What WY the wean. 
ing of all that noiſe ?--Bruſh, are you ſure you maſter 


s out of all danger of being re-taken ? 


| 
| BRUsk. 
7 


A G wn 


1 


a B A u g u. : 
Yes, yes, Madam, ſafe enough for this bout—The 
two land officers performed their parts to a miracle | 
My maſter and our people ſlipped into the boat, with - 
out being diſturbed by the centries who were tutored 
for the purpoſe ; and they were almoſt out of fight, 
before Champignon was alarmed by a ſtarved French 
man, whoſe hunger kept him awake—but, now they 
have doubled the point of land, and in four hours or | 
ſo will be in fight of ſweet Old England—1* m ſure, I | 
ſent many a wiſhful look after them. | 


- - » Harriem. 


What! you are for then for having dera bau 


with me ? 88 


Sara 
# of BAN. 


O! by no manner of means, Ma'am=-=to, be ſure you | 
did me an infinite deal of honour, Ma'am, in deftring 
that I might be. left, when you ſpoke to my Maſter, 
through the barricado—but, yet, Ma'am, I have ſuch. 
a regard for Mr, Heartly, Ma'am, that I Would 
be glad to ſhare all his dangers, Ma'am—though after 
all is done and faid, I don't think it was yery kind in 

pn | | him 


| 
| 
| 
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him to leave his "_ and Fairhful fervent | in ſuch 


en. 
172 be ; HAAATE r. 


Nay, don't accuſe your maſter anjaliy- yon know 
how unwillingly he complied with my requeſt - we 
could not gueſs what villainous ſteps this fellow, Cham- 


pignon, might have taken to conceal his rapine, which 


Mr, Heartly will now haye an opportunity to . | 


ſent i in its true colours. 


4 
* 


Bx us K. 


Well—heaven grant him ſucceſs, and that ir wag | 


for my own part, I have been ſo long uſed to his com- 


pany, that I grow quite chicken-hearted in this ab- 


| ſence—IfT had broke my leg two days ago, I ſhould n't 


have been in this quandary—God forgive the man 


that firſt ne parties of 1 75 71 on the water. 


HAI A1 r. | | 

| Hang fear, Bruſh, and pluck up your courage—T 
have ſome ſmall ſxill in phyfiognomy, and can affare you 
it is not your fate to die by water—Ha ! I ſee the cap- | 
| tain coming this way—1 muſt bore the brunt of another | 


ſtorm. | 


A. COMEDY.” 


B AUS. 
|  Odfo! I'll run down to Lieutenant Oclabber, and 
his enſign, and give them notice, in caſe there ſhould 
be occaſion to interpol.,  ' [Exit Bruſb. 


SCENE V. 
CHaMPIGNON, HARAIETr. 5 
| Cnaurionon. 
1 you pardon my preſomption, ** I pay my 
devoirs, in diſhabille—bot it be all for your ſervice— 
Monſieur your amant ave decampe fans fagon—l take 
de alarm, and make all my efforts to procure de plaifir 


of ſceing him again— Ah! he be de n 
abandon his maitrelle | 


. 
Harriet. 


| 4 
ls there no poſlibility of bringing him back ? 


CHaMPiGNON. 


By gar! it be tout a fait impoſible—he fleal comme 
one thief into de chaloupe, and vaniſh in de obſcurite! | 


Hazi. 
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; Ha A 1 K . 
I'm heartily glad to hear ir! 
2 Cuanyroxon. 

For vat you be glad, my princeſs, ha? 

HAARTETr. 
That he's s no longer i in your power. 
ACTA; 


Bon ! —juſte ciel! how you make me happy to ſee 


you glad, Madame! la, la, la, ra, ra—Ventre bleu! 


he be one fugitif—if we rencontre again, revanche ! 
revanche! la, a. la, ra, ra — Permettez donc, Ma- 
dame, dat I ave de honeur to languiſſe before your feet— 
ave pitie of me take my ſword—plongez dans ny bo- 
ſom An ! larron ! perfide —la, la, la, ra, ra. 
[He fings, hiieels, and dances by turns, 
Monſieur Artlie is not in my power—bon !—but, by 
gar! Madame, you know who is, hah ! 


HAARIE Tr. 


As for me, . 2 


priſoner and alone; but you will len, you dare not 


treat as with h indignity. * 
HAM- 


A 
| 


bp 
* 
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CHAfIOG NON. 


Dare not !--Bravo—Shew to me de man vil ſay I dae 
not—ga—ha—hah ! {jos abvitt. 
H ARRI 22 r. 1 
You ' re in fuck a 2 2 Lani; "is pity you a ſhould 
want muſic—Shall I ſing you a ſong? 


CnAMPIGNON: 


Ah cruelle !—you gouverne vid ſoverain empire over 


my art—you rouſe me into one ſtorm you fg me into 


one calm, 
SONG. 
| : I. | a 
Let the nymph ſtill avoid, and be deaf to the ſwain 
Who in tranſports of paſſion affects to complain; 


For his rage, not his love, in that frenzy is ſhewn ; 
And the blaſt that blows loudeſt is ſoon o'erblown. 


, | II. 

But the ſhepherd whom Cupid has pierc'd to the heart, 

Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in the ſmart; 

Or in plaintive ſoft murmurs, his boſom-felt woe 

Like the ſmooth gliding current of rivers will flow. 
. | III, N 
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Harriet. 
I'm heartily glad to hear ir! 


* 


CHAMPIGNON. 


For vat you be glad, my princeſs, ha? 
HARRIET. 
That he's no longer in your power. 


CHAMPIGNON. 

Bon! — juſte ciel! how you make me happy to ſee 
you glad, Madame ! la, la, la, ra, ra—Ventre bleu ! 
he be one fugitif—if we rencontre again, revanche ! 
revanche! la, la, la, ra, ra — Permettez donc, Ma- 
dame, dat I ave de honeur to languiſſe before your feet— 
ave pitie of me take my ſword—plongez dans my bo- 
ſom.— Ah! larron ! perfide !—la, la, la, ra, ra. 

[He fings, brictls, and dances by turns. 

Monſieur Artlie is not in my power—bon !—but, by 
gar! Madame, you know who is, hah! 

HaRrnIET. 

As for me, my ſex protects me I am here indeed, 2 

priſoner and alone; but you will not, | you dare not 


treat me with indignity. 


Cnan- 


A COMEDY. J 


CHAMPIGNON. 
Dare not !-=Bravo—Shew to me de man vil ſay I dare 
not—ca—ha—hah ! [Capers about, 


HARRIET. 


You re in ſuch a dancing humour, tis pity you ſhould 
want muſic--Shall I fing you a ſong ? 


CHAMPIGNON-. 
Ah cruelle !—you gouverne vid ſoverain empire over 
my art—you rouſe me into one ſtorm you ſing me into 


one calm. 


0 & 


| 3 
Let the nymph ſtill avoid, and be deaf to the ſwain 
Who in tranſports of paſſion affects to complain; 
For his rage, not his love, in that frenzy is ſnewn; 
And the blaſt that blows loudeſt is ſoon o'erblown. 


. II. 

But the ſhepherd whom Cupid has pierc'd to the heart, 

Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in the ſmart ; 

Or in plaintive ſoft murmurs, his boſom-felt woe 

Like the ſmooth gliding current of rivers will flow. | 
III. 
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III. : 
Tho” filent his tongue, he will plead with his eyes, 
And his heart own your ſway in a tribute of ſighs; 
But, when he accoſts you in meadow or grove, 
His tale is all tenderneſs, rapture, and love. 


SCENE VI. 


CrHamyricnon, HARRIET, BRUGH. 


Brvsn. 


News! news! there 's an Engliſh man of war's boat 
along-fide, with a flag of truce, 


CHAMPIGNON. 


Comment !——Madame, you ave de bonts to retire to 


your cabane—TI go dreſs myſelf, and give de audience. 
[Exit Champignon. 


SCENE VII. 


HarRrisT, BRus k. 


HAAR RIE Tr. 


© Bruſh! Bruſh! how my little heart Ne with 
fear and ſuſpenſe ! — What does the arrival of this boat 


 portend? moss. 


A COME DT. 177 


BAUSs A. 

Dur deliveratice from the hands 6f the philiftines, f 
hope—it could not arrive at a more ſeaſonable juncture; ; 
for my ſpirits are quite flagged—not that I'm fo muck 
concerned on my own account, Ma” am—but, I can't be 
inſenſible to your danger, Ma'am—I ſhould be an un- 
grateful wretch if I did not feel for one that is * bo 
to Mr. Heartly, Ma'am. © 


Hanne: 


Really, Mr. Bruſh, you ſeem to have improved 
mightily in politeneſs, ſince you lived © * theſe 


French n. 


Baus n. 


5 
- +4 0 1 i 


Lived, M#'am|—T have been a I bee 
I came aboard and that politeneG which: you are pleaſ- 
ed to mention, Ma'am; is nothing but ſneaking fear 
and hen-heartedneſs, which I believe (God forgive me) 
is the true ſource of all French politeneſs ; a kind of 
poverty. of ſpirit, or want of ſiacerity—I ſhould be very 
proud to be drubbed in England for my inſolence and 

11]. breeding; | . 


N HarkisT. 


— . —2——— — — 
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HARRIZ Tr. 
Well, l ſoon be drubbed to your heart's 
content When we reviſit our own country, you ſhall 
have all my intereſt towards the accompliſhment of _ 
your wiſh—mean while do me the favour to make fur- 
ther inquiry about this ſame flag of truce, and bring 
an account of what ſhall paſs, to my cabin, where [ 


mall wait for you with the utmoſt impatience. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. 
Bro * and another ſeaman. 
BLoCk. 

Smite my limbs, Sam, if the lieftenant do clap her 
aboard, here is no plunder—nothing but rags and ver- 
min, as the faying it—we ſhall ſhare nothing but the 
guns and the head-money—if you call thoſe heads that 
have no bodies belonging to 'um.—Mind that there 
ſcarecrow—ſee how his cloth hangs in the wind—Ad- 
zooks ! the fellow has got no ſtowage—he 's all upper- 
work and head-fail—I'1l be damn'd if the firſt hard 
ſquall don't blow him into the air like the peeling of an 
Onion. 


To 
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To him Bays n. | 
Heb ?—how !—no ſare !—Yes faith but it is—=Od>vo ! 


couſin Block, who thought to meer Wi 


the French? 


Brock. 


| What un ho:t-—Hew does ** Margery - 
meet me among the French! Agad! I'd never defire 
better paſtime than to be among 'em with a good cutlaſh 
in my hand, and a brace. of piſtols in my girdle 
Why look you, brother, hearing as how you and your 
miſtreſs were wind- bound, we are come along fide to 
tow you a * 104790» TUOT R183 {42 


5 BRUs R. | 
"The Lord reward you, couſin- but, what" if this . 
damned Frenchman ſhould refuſe to part with wo? 


125% 


Why ue lieftenant Lyon i is a cruiſing to windward 
of that there head-land—he 11 be along fide in half a 
glaſs, fall under your tern, clap his helm a ſtarboard, 
rake. you fore and aft, and ſend the Frenchman and 
| every ſoul on board to the devil i in the turning up 


handſpike. 1 2 
N 2 | Baus x. 


9 
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| | Bavon, | 

The devil he will but coulin, wn. muſt 8 

of me chen? | 

Block. 

Thereafter as it may be—You muſt take your hap, 

1 do ſuppoſe—we ſailors never mind thoſe things 

every ſhot has its commiſſion, d'ye ſee—we muſt all die 

one time, as the ſaying W 
nnn rhe hae amr 


5. 1 os 1 
O!] curſe your comfort. 
BLOCK, 


_ Heark ye, brother, this is a cold EEE 60 
you picked up never a runlet along dare . dye. 


. 


Baven- 
"Slug 0, I underſtand 8 


„ WA M .- 


Brocx. 


Right Nantz, ſtrike my top-faits odds heart! 


chis is the only thing in France that agrees with an En- 


| gliſhman's 
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gliſhman's conſtitution.— Let us drink out their brandy, 
aud then knock out their brains—This is the way to 
demoliſh the ſpirit of the French. An Engliſhman will 
fight at a minutes warning, brother=but- a Preuch. 
man's heart muſt be buoyed up with brandy—=No aibre 
keg, no more courage. . 


32 


GN inan 7 Fo 4 
T' other pull, * 


(0 | £ wu ©» 11 


Bock. 


Avaſt, a 3 canyas Py we. exp eumger: 
we know the trim of our own veſſc]—Smite my croſs 
trees! We begin to yaw already—Hiccup.— 

4 "IM BRUSs H. Oy 


24 ” 
10 1. 23351 A el DN? 


Odſo! nl coming upon deck to gi = 


audience to your midſhipman. 


* of 
i 43 CG : 4 
Brock. 
— * 0 { ” = 8 . : * 19 a : . EF; 
Steady. 
Ny : 
4 2 - * | : "1 T7 
: . — 
* $4 . '2 » : % 
+ 71 
4 N 3 „ .SCEN 
[ t 2 19 wot ! . 
- 


o \ 
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SCENE IX. 
CuanmPicnon, Oel EA, MACLAYMORY, 
Brus, Tou Haviyand an Engliſh midſhip. 

man. ne: 299 


CHAMPIGNON. 


Eh bien, Monſieur, qui ſouhaite il ? 
HAVULYARD. 


Anan—Monſeer ſweat ye 1—Agad! I believe, if we 
ber Wong wy of you, 0 | we make ern all ſweat. 


\MActarions. 


| That's mair than ye can tell, my 1 may gar 
me ſweet with fetching; but 3 it 's no in your breeks to 


gar me ſucet with fer. Wi 


OcLABBER,. 
You may ſweat me after I'm dead, "RFI by 
the bleſſed virgin ! you ſhall not ſweat me alive—and 
ſo you may be after delivering your meſſage, gra. 


Havirans. 
| * it wa'n't for ſuch as you that ſhew your own 
country the fore top-ſail, wold our enemy's cable, and 
man 
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man their quarters, they would never ride out the 
gale, or dare to ſhew their colours at ſea—but how - 
ſomever, we'll leave that bowling i' the block, as the 
faying is—if ſo be as how that there Frenchman is 
commander of this here veſſel, I have orders from wg 
officer to demand an Engliſh young woman, with all 
her baggage and thingumbobs, that he took yeſterday 
out of a pleaſure-boat, belonging to one Mr. Heartly 
of Dorſetſhire, A 


| Cuamrionon. 
 Mardy ! de commiſſion be very peremtoire !—ecoute 
mon ami, vat you call Monſieur your commandant? | 
| HAULYARD. WY 
| 1 don't take in your palaver, ee 
you don't know my lingo; but, agad! we ll ſoon make 
you underſtand plain Engliſh. RE 


Octanuns. 


Monſieur Champignon wants to know who is your 
commanding officer, honey. 


HaAvLYAnD. 
Who ſhould it be, but lieftenant Lyon of the Triton 
man of war of fixty guns! n UN NONE 


crack'd biſcuit. 
N 4 > Cu AM- 
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$23 20 Sb: en Nada 219247 119443 germ 
eee 6g 
Jon Ae e command of n 
Lionne ? nab n od 2s. 5d t 
| L z1r3dto gut | V ni | Doane 
* ey Haurys RD, 


Suppoſe — you do, he Il run you devs, gde, yards | 
arm and yard-arm, and blow you cut of the water; 


n | . N 
4 x 
5 1 5 9 * . : : *4 # j . * 4 „ 
b , * * * 4 4 
— o 


-_—- 


Bateman; 


By Gar! he vill g d himſelf miſtaken : here is 
not vater for one lixty gun ſhip—(«fde) Heark you me, 
Monſieur, vat is your name, tell Monfieur Lionne dat 
am called Michel Sanſon Goluat de Champignon, 
Marquis de Vermiſſeau dat I ave de honeur to ſerve 
de king -dat fear be one begattelle of wich IJ have de 
mepris dat I regard you ambaſſade as de galimatias— 
dat my courage ſuffice to attack one whole Englis eſ- 
cadre; and dat if Monſ. Lionne be diſpoſed to rendre 
moi un vilite, 1 mall ave de gloire to chaſtiſe his pre- 
ſomption ; ſo I permitte you go your way. 


Mactarmore. 


" Diftntio—bile you Bil chere s nae clerk here I 
— lieutenant Oclabber, I tak inflroment 


"ow 


in 
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in your haund againſt the proceedings of Captain 
Champignon, wha has incarcerate the Epgliſh leddy, 
contrair to the law of nature and nations. Now, 
cocky, ye. may gang about. your buſineſs ; chen ye 
come back, I'ſe tauk with you in another ſtyle. 


11415 


Gelesen, 


* 


Fot m own a part, honey, 1 ſhall be alter ſhewing | 
you tome diverſion i in the way of my duty; "ih but 1 taake h 
you to witneſs chat I have no hand in detaining the 
lady wo is plaiſed to fayour us with her company agaiat 
her own n conſent, Fra. 


ve HNO Nen, „ „ 5g 

Mayhap you may truſt to your ſhoal water —if you 
do you 're taken all aback, brother: for, lieftenant 
Lyon commands a tender of twelve guns and fifty ſlout 
hands, that draws leſs than this here frigate by the 
freak 3 and—heh —agad! youder, ſhe .comes round 
the point with a flowing ſail—b'w'ye Monſeer Cham | 
pignon ! all hands ta quarters; up with your white 
rag; I doubt my officer and I will taſte ſome of your 
ſoup meagre by that time you pipe to dinner. [Exir. 


* 


SCENE 
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f! 


-_ e — att —s 


SCENE x. 


Cnamyrcxnon, Octanber, Mactaywore, Bavsn. 


| | Cuanuyionon. 

Mort de ma vie! je ne vous attendois par ſitot, a 

| | 

| quelle cots faut il que je me tourne ? facrebleu ! ! [afide. 
| Meſſieurs, I demand your conſeil; you proteſt againſt 


vil find me tout a fait raiſonable ; we render Made- 
moiſelle to de Englis ; for I judge it bien mal a-propos 
to engage de enemi, vere de ſpirit of contradiction reign 
amon ong ourſelves. . 


| | | my conduite ; 3 if you tink me ave done de injuſtice, you 
| 
| 


nn Faith and troth ! my dear, the contradiQtion is all 
over; you have nothing to do but to ſtation your men : 
and as for Mr. Maclaymore and my own ſhelf, the 


= Engliſh cannon may make our legs and arms play at 
1 loggerhead : in the air, honey, but we ll ſtand by you 
] for the glory of France, in wr of _ devil and all 
I 7 his works, gra. 5 a 


MACLAYMORE, 


ACOMEDY I” wr 


MACLAYMORE. | 
Never faſh your noddle about me: conſcience ! I 'ſe 
no be the firſt to cry barley. 


-OcCLABBER, 


Enſign Maclaymore, I order you to go and ke pol. d 
ſeſſion of the forecaſtle with your diviſion, honey. I 
wiſh they may ſtand fire till you're all knock'd 0 'the 
head, gra; but, I'm afraid they re no better than 
dunghills ; for they were raiſed from the canaille of 
 Paris,—And now I'll go and put the young lady below 
water, where ſhe may laugh in her own ſleeve, gra; 
for if the ſhip ſhould be blown up in the engagement, 
ſhe is no more than a paſſenger, you know ; ; and then 
ſhe 'l1 be releaſed without EET TT, 


— 


„ - 


ee 
God bleſs you, captain Oclabber, for your genero- 
firy to my poor lady: I was ordered by my maſter to 
give her cloſe attendance ; and though I have a great 
curioſity to ſee the battle, *in Harriet muſt by no 
means be left alone. 


n Oclabber; n and Bruſp. 


TY $CENE 
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A HOMWKYC 5 [4 


r SCENE, XI. 
 CHAMPIGNON. 


Ventre ſaingris! que ferai- je? Je me ſens tout em- 
brouille—ces autre Anglois ſont ſi precipites ! ! que dia- 
ble les etouffe. Allons! | Aux armes! matelots mes 
enfans! chardon— chiſon —ortie—fumicre—Yhibou— 
la e vite—aux armes! N 
[Acre e tatterdemalions running up = down the deck 

in + confi vfon—the worſe of cannon and muſquetry. 0 
Ab mon bon dieu! ayez pitiẽ de moi encore qu- on 
mꝰ apporte de l'eau de vie. Ah miſerable pecheur !— 

Je ſuis mort! je ſuis enterre |! — ah ! voila aſſez eg 
enfans—ceſſez—deſiſtez—il faut amener—Monficur o. 


claw- bear—lieutenant O-claw-bear ! 


it, 


6 2-19 of of s 
838 OcrtanBer. | 
"Holloa! © "Hey the ener 


$5. 3% 


' 


CAU TORO N. 
1 off your fire—de ennemi be 
too ſtrong — we ave abaiſlce le drapeau —I command 


you leave off 
o 
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OcrLtaBnBrr. 


Leave of! arrah for what? 
CHAM P 9 x9 Ny 77. . 
De ennemi vil accord no quartier. 
OCLABBER. 

Devil burn your quarter! — what fiignifies quarter 
when we re all kilbd? — The men are lying along the 
deck like ſo many paiſe; and there is ſuch an abomi- 
nable ſtench, gra—by my ſhoul ! I believe they were 
all rotten before they died. 1 


[C oming upon the flage. 

" Arrah mon deaul ! T believe the Engliſh have made 
a compact with the devil to do ſuch execution; for my 
enſign has loſt all his men too but the piper, and they 
two have cleared the forecaſtle ſword in hand. 


—— 118 BR Us n. 


1 


[ In great trepidation. 

O Lord! Mr. Oclabber, your enſign is playing the 

devil—hacking and hewing about him like a fury; for 

the love of God interpoſe, my maſter is come aboard, 
and if they ſhould meet there will be murder. 


OCLABBER, 


* own ne wes a 1 <a. 
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OcCLABBER, 


By my ſhoul! I know he has a regard for Mr. Heart- 
ly, and if he kills him it will be in the way of friend- 
ſhip, honey—howſomever, if there's any miſchief done 
Ill go and prevent it. | [Exit Oclabber. 


SCENE XIII. | 
CHAMPIGNON, Lieutenant Lyon, HzarTLY, 


HauLYarD, Brusn, Block, and Engliſh 
ſailors. | 


CHAMPIGNON. 
[ Throwing himſelf on his knees and preſenting his feord. 
Ah! miſericorde, Monſieur Amlie, quartier —quar- 


tier, pour l'amour de Dieu! 


HeanTLY. {| 


I have no time to mind ſach trifles—where is my 
Harriet ? | 


B RU S H. 


| I'll ſhew you the way to the * TO pigeon— 


maſter, this is a a happy day! 
[Exeunt Hearth and Bragg. 


SCENE 
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s C > E N E XIV. cd 


OcLABBER, Macitaruons, Linda 
Lyon, HauLYanD, CuanPIGNo x, ac. 


. 
2 - 


OCLABBER. 


| [Delivering his Ani 

Gentlemen, your 's is the forrune of the day. You 
ought to be kind to us, for we have given you very lit- 
tle trouble. Our commander there, is à very ſhivil 
perſon, gra; he don't turſt after the blood of his ene- 
my. As for the ſoldiers, I ſhall ſay nothing; but 
upon my ſhoul ! now theyre. the nimbleſt dead men 1 
ever ſaw_in the days of my life! | about two minutes 
agone they were lying like ſo many ſlaughtered ſheep, 
and now they are all ſcamper'd off about their buſineſs. 


MACLAYMORE. 
As I fall anſwer, it's a black W and 1 
hope the king will order them to be decimated, chat is, 
every tenth man to be hanged in terrorem. 


Oc1.aBBER. 

By my ſhalvation ! if the king will cake my advice, 
every ſingle man of them ſhall be decimated. 

SC ENE 


FFF — _ . 


K 2 „. 
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SCENE the laſt. 


To them Hv. leading in Hann1zm, 


. A . ' . 
4 — * 4 


He FART LY. 

L mbracing Oclabber a5 Maclaymore. 

Gentlemen, I'm heartly glad of having an opportu- 
nity to return, in ſome meaſure, the civilities you have 
ſhewn to this young lady. Mr. Lyon, I beg youll or- 
der their ſwords to be reſtored ; they were in no ſhape. 


acceſſary to our grievances, 


 Octapprn, 98 287Y A697 

5 [Receiving bis word. 

Mr. Lyon, youre extraimly polite; and I bope 1 

ſhalt never die till I have an opportunity to return the 

compliment. Madam, 1 with you 50 N our pd 
tune, with all my ſhout. K (2.02 Won & 


[ 


5 


"LY ON. 
I #n't uſed to make ſpeeches, Madam, but I'm 
very glad it was in my power to ſerve ſuch a fine- lady, 


| eſpecially as my old ſchool- fellow, Heartly, is fo much 


concerned in your deliverance. As for this fair-weather | 
ſpark, Monſieur de Champignon, if he can't ſhew a 
commiſſion authorizing him to make depredations on 
= Engliſh, I ſhall order him to be hoiſted up to the 


YM 2 yard's 
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yard's arm by the neck as a pirate; but if he can pro- 
duce his orders, he ſhall be treated as a priſoner of war, 
though not before he has reflored what he pilfered from 
you and Mr, Wo 


 Hartier. 745 

At that rate I'm afraid I ſhall loſe an idimirer; You 

ſee, Monſieur de Champignon, the old proverb fulfilled ; 

Hanging and marriage go by deſtiny: yet I ſhould 
be very ſorry to occaſion even the death of a ſinner, 


CHAMPIGNON. 
Madame, I implore your pitie and clemence ; Mon- 
ſieur Artlie, I am one pauvre miſerable not worth your 


revanche. 


Enter Broc x drunk, with a portmanteau on his ſhoulder, : ; 


Brock. 
T * and no near bear a hand, my SI 
=. it down, opens it, takes out and puts on @ | 
- tawdry ſuit of Champignon's cloathes. | 
By your leave, Tinſey — Odds heart! theſe braces are 
ſo tort, I muſt keep my yards ue, as the faying i is. 


3 LOV. 
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Lyon. 
$69 !—what the devil have we 8 how now, 
Block ? E bra was | 

Block. _ 4 | 
All's fair plunder between decks — we ha'n't broke 
bulk, I'll aſſure you—ſtand clear—I'11 ſoon over-haul 
the reſt of the cargo. 1 
[ulli out à long leather queue with red ribbons. 
What's here? the tiller of a monkey !—s blood the fel- 
low has no more brains than a noddy, to leave the red 
ropes hanging over his _ whereby the enemy may 
board him on the poop. 
[The next thing that appears, is a wery — 
canvaſs ſhirt, with very fine laced ruffles. 
This here is the right trim of a Frenchman—all ginger- 
bread-work, flouriſh and compliment aloft, and all rags 


and rottenneſs alow. ; 
[Draws out a plume of feathers, 


Adzooks |! this is Mounſeer's vane, that, like his fancy, 
veers with every puff to all the points of the compaſi— 
Hark'ee, Sam—the nob muſt needs be damnably light 
that's rigg'd with ſuch a deal of feather. The French 
are ſo well fledg'd no wonder they are ſo ready to fly, 
[Finds a pocket-glaſs, a paper of rouge and Spa- 
niſh wool, with which he daubs bis face. 
Swing the ſwivel-ey'd ſon of a whore! he fights under 
falſe 


2 
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falſe edu; like a pirate here's a um dog; he he 
dares not ſhew his'own face to the mech A. 


* 4—. 5 of 


cue 


Ah ! Monſieur de Belokke, ave compaſion— 


8 * 

Don't be afraid, Frenchman —you ſee I hevs hoiſted 
your jacket, thof 1 ſtruck your enſign—we Engliſhmen 
never cut throats in cold blood : the beſt why of beating 
the French is to ſpare all their Shampinions—Odd's 
heart! I wou'd all their commanders were of your trim 
brother; we 'd ſoon have the French navy at Spithead. 


" 


Oey —. 2 | 
b e you 10 he gny 
way, you drunken Wag. 
' Brock. | 


Swab ! I did ſwab the forecaſtle clear of, the enemy, 
chat I mui confeſs, 
2 ; n 
| None of your jaw, you ubber, SORE 
| wt | aged 40:0 binds Ont 
„Lubbe 3 boy, twenty years in the ſervices 
* — Ben Block was the man that tauglit thee, 
Tom Lyon, to hand, reef, and ſteer—ſo much for the 
O2 ſervice 
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ſervice of Old England— but go thy ways, Ben, thy 
timbers are crazy, thy planks are ſtarted, and thy bot- 
tom is foul—I have ſeen the day when thou would'ſt 
have ſhewn thy colours with the beſt o un. | 


; ; L TON. 
Peace, porpuſs. 
Block. 
I am a porpuſs; for I ſpout ſalt-water, d'ye ſee. I'll 
be damn'd if grief and ſorrow ha'n't ſet hy eye-pumps 


= going. 
HARRIE T. 


Come, Mr. Block, I mul make you friends with 
lientenant Lyon.—As he has been your pupil, he muſt 
be an able navigator; and this is no time for our able 
ſeamen to fall out among themſelves. 


Block. 


Why, look ye here, miſtreſs, I bn confeſs, as A 
he 's as briſk a ſeaman as ever greas'd a marlinſpike— 
I'll turn *un a-drift with e'er a he that reefed a ſoreſail 
A will fetch up his leeway with a wet ſail, as the 
ſaying is— and as for my own part, d'ye ſee, I have 
ſtood by him with my blood—and my heart—and my | 
liver, in all weather: blow high—blow low. 


Harker, 


HARARIEZ T. 


Well, I hope you II live to ſee and fail with him as 
an admiral, 


Brock. F 


I doubt a muſt be hove down firſt, keel out of the 
water, miſtreſs, and be well ſcrubbed, d'ye ſee—then 
a may to ſee when a wool, and hoiſt the Union flag. 
Stand clear, John Frenchman—** The Royal So- 
*© vereign of England will ride triumphant over the 


« waves,” as the ſong goes. 
0 


Lyon. 


And now for you, Monfieur Champignon. 


CHAMPIGNON. 
Monſieur Lionne, I ave not altogether contradicted, 
but, perhaps, a littel exceed my orders, which were to 
take one Engliſh chaloupe for intelligence. 


| HEZARTTI x. 
Well —I 'm perſuaded Mr. Lyon will not be very 
ſevere in his ſcrutiny; and, to ſhew that we Engliſh- 
men can forgive injuries, and fight without malice, give 
me your hand—1 can't part with my miſtreſs ; but in 
"peg 03 other 
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other reſpects I am Monſieur de Champignon's humble 


ſervant. 


Lyon. 


I was once taken by the French, who ale me AS. 
s 1 m a witneſs of ah valour, and an inſtance of their 
politeneſi—bur there are Cham pignon's in every ſervice 
While F rance uſes us like friends, we will return her 
civilities : when ſhe breaks her treaties and grows inſo- 
lent we will drub her over to her good behaviour 
Jack Haulyard, you have got a ſong to the purpoſe 
that won't, I believe, | be diſagreeable , to the com- 
. 
o » ts 1-4 
Behold ! my brave Britons, the fair ſpringing gale, 
Fill a bumper and toſs off your glaſſes: | 
Buſs and part with your frolickſome laſſes; 
Then aboard and unfurl the wide flowing fail, 


Cuonrvs, 
While Britiſh oak beneath us rolls, 
And Engliſh courage fires our ſouls ; 
To crown our toils, the fates decree 
8 The wealth and empire of the ſea. 
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U.. 
Our canvas and cares to the winds we diſplay, 
Life and fortune we cheerfully venture; 
And we laugh, and we quaff, and we banter; 
Nor think of to-morrow while ſure of to-day. -. - * 
| Crorvs.: ag A vY 
While Britiſh. Gk, k... 05 


2 III. manor nel ee 

The ſtreamers of Prance at a diſtance appear: 
We muſt mind other muſick thàn catches; 1 * 
Man our quarters, and handle our matches 

Our cannon produce, and for battle mY ** 9 4 


S ονννe * Q NN a P 

While Britiſh oak, Sc. 

IE Ale, PR. 

en; 1 

Engender'd in ſmoke and deliver'd in flame, _ 
Britiſh vengeance rolls loud as the thunder ! T | 885 


Let the vault of the fy burſt afunder, Wan 
So victory follows with riches and fam. 
CHORUS. ; | 
While Britiſh oak beneath us rolls, 
And Engliſh courage fires our ſouls; ß: 
To crown our toils, the fates'decres 
The wealth and empire of the ſea. 
O 4 EPILOGUE. 


ww 


= - — — — — — 
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0. 


Spoken by Miſs M A CKLI N. 


Y E—now I can with pleaſure look around, 

Safe as I am, thank heaven, on Engliſh ground 
In a dark dungeon to be fow'd away, 

— ring, dnger and ime 
Expor'd to fire and water, ford and bullet— 


| Might damp the heart of any virgin pallet— 


I dread to think what might have come to paſs, 

Had not the Britiſh Lyon quelPd the Gallic . 

By Champignon a wretched wiftim ed 

To cloifter'd cell, or more deteſted bed, | | 

My days in pray'r and fafting I had ſpent : 

A. nun or wiſe, alike a penitent. 

His gallantry, fa conſident and eager, 

Had prov'd a meſs of delicate ſoupe—maigre 

To bootleſs longings 1 had fallen a martyr : 

But heavn be proiv'd, the F renchman caught a tartar, 
Yet foft—our author's fate you muſt decree + 

Shall he come ſafe to port, or fink at ſea? 


\ Your ſentence, faveet or bitter, ſoft or fore, 


Fhats his frail bark, or runs it bump aſbore.— 
f YAPT 7 
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Te wits above reftrain your awful thunder : 
In his firſt cruiſe, 'twere pity he ſhould founder, 
[To the gal. 
Safe from your ſpot he fears no other foe, 
Nor gulph, but that which horrid yawns beloqw, 
[To the pit. 
The braveſt chiefs, ev'n Hannibal and Cato, 
Have here been tam d with—pippin and potatoe. 
Our bard embarks in a more chriſtian cauſe, | 
He craves not mercy ; but be claims applauſe. 
His pen againſt the hoſtile French is draxon, 
Who damns him, is no Antigallican. 
Indulg'd with fav" ring gales and ſmiling ſkies, 
Hereafter he may board a richer prize. | 
But if this welkin angry clouds deform, | 
| [Looking round the houſe. 
And hollow groans portend the approaching florm : 
Should the deſcending ſhow'rs of hail redouble, 


[To the gal. 
And theſe rough billows hiſs, and boil and bubble, 

[To the pit. 
He'll launch no more on ſuch fell ſeas of trouble. 


©4441! Þ/ 


E42 11 ee = 
Fixsr PUBLISHED IN THE YEAR 1746 and 1747 
Sed podice levi 


Cæduntur tumidæ medico ridente Mariſcæ. 
O Proceres ! cenſore opus eſt an haruſpice nobis? 


Jo vxxarL. 
mm quis 
0 I wallets quando recepit 
Zjectum ſemel attrità de fronte ruborem ? BAY 


Po ET, FIAI INS. 


PorT. 


1 enough; all this we knew before ; a 
"Tis infamous, J grant it, to be poor: 

And who ſo much to ſenſe and glory loſt, 

Will hug the curſe that not one joy can boaſt! 
From the pale hag, O! could I once break looſe; 5 
Divorc'd, all hell ſhall not re-tie the nooſe ! | 

Not with more care ſhall H avoid his wiſe, 

Not Cope fly fwifter, laſhing for his life ; 


- $, Not Cope fly ſwiſter.] Aw Mts tas 
retreat, though not quite ſo deliberate as that of the ten thouſangl 
Greeks from Perſia; having unfortupately forgot to dring his army 
EI | 

I Than 
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Than I to leave the meagre fend behind. 


Fa TIER». 


Exert your talents; nature, ever kind, 10 
Enough for happineſs, beſtows on all; 

"Tis floth or pride that finds her gifts too ſmall—— 
Why ſleeps the muſe ?——s there no room for praiſe, 
When ſuch bright names in conſtellation blaze? 

When ſage Newcaſtle, abſtinently great, — 
Neglects his food to cater for the ſtate ; 

And Grafton, tow'ring Atlas of the throne, 

So well rewards a genius like his own : 

Granville and Bath illuſtrious, need I name 
For ſober dignity nt . fame; 20 


15 When ſage Newcaſtle, be.] Alluding to the philoſophical con- 
tempt which this great 7 . manifeſted for the ſenſual delights 
of the ſtomach, | /O),ohd of 
17. And Grafton en Atlas of the throne, 41 This et, | 
peer, remarkable for ſublimity of parts, by virtue of his office, 
Lord Chamberlain, conferred the laureat on Colly Cibber; Eſq, 4 
delectable bard, whoſe character has already employed, togethef wich 
his own, the greateſt pens of the age. 5 
19. Granville and Bath, &c.] Two noblemen famous in thẽir 
day, for nothing more than their fortitude in tzatiny the du. ag 
reproach of their country, - 


01 


Or Pitt th' un ſhaken Abdiel yet unſung 
Thy candour, hend; a weer 


* 
- 7 i ' is 4 = *4 + + 


| ros. 

Th' advice is good ; the queſtion ks whether, 
Theſe names and virtues ever dwelt together ? 1 
But what of that ? the more the bard ſhall claim, 25 
Who can create as well as cheriſh fame. 

But one thing more, how loud mult I repeat, 
To rouze th ingag'd attention of the great 
Amus'd, perhaps, with — prolific bum, 
Or rapt amidſt the tranſports of adrum; 30 


21, Or Pitt, the unſhaken Abael, c.] Abdiel, according to 
Milton, was the only ſeraph that preſerved his integrity in the mids [ 
of corruption ; 

Among the innumerable falſe,” inmoy'd, 
| Unſhaken, unſeduced, unterrify d- 

29. Amus d, perhaps with C——"s prolific bum, ] This alludes 8 
a phznomenon, not more ſtrange than true. The perſon here meant, 
having actually laid upwards of forty eggs,” as ſeveral phyſicians and 
fellows of the Royal Society can atteſt ; one of whom, we hear, 
has undertaken the incubation, and will, no doubt, favour the world 
with an account of his ſucceſs. Some virtuofi affirm, that ſuck 
productions muſt be * of a certain intercourſe of organs 
not fit to be named. 7 

30. Tranſports of i 1 This is a riotous u aſſembly of fahi- 
onable people, of both ſexes, at a private houſe, confiſting of fome* 


hundreds; not unaptly ſtiled a drum, from the noiſe and emptineſs, 


of the entertainment. There are alſo drum - major, rout, tempeſt 
and pehriesbe, differing only in degrees of multitude and uproar, 
as the ſignificant name of each declares, 


While 


1 
| 
[ 
| 
| 
| 
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While the grim porter watches ev'ry door, 
Stern foe to tradeſmen, poets, and the poor, 
Th' Heſperian dragon not more fierce and fell; 
Nor the gaunt, growling janitor of hell. 

'Ev'n Atticus, (ſo wills the voice of fate) 
Inſbrines in clouded majeſty, his ſtate; 

Nor to th' adoring croud vouchſafes regard, 
'Tho' prieſts adore, and ev'ry prieſt a bard, 

Shall I then follow with the venal tribe, 

And on the threſhold the baſe mongrel bribe ? 
Bribe him, to feaſt my mute-imploring eye, 
With ſome proud lord, who ſmiles a gracious lie! 
A lie to captivate my heedleſs youth, - 
Degrade my talents, and debauch my truth; 
While fool'd with hope, revolves-my joyleſs day, 
And friends, and fame, and fortune fleet away; 
"Till ſcandal, indigence, and ſcorn, my lot, 
The dreary jail entombs me, where I tot ! 

Is there, ye varniſh'd ruffians of the ftate ! 

Not one, among the millions whom ye cheat, 
Who while he totters on the brink of woe, 
Dares, ere he falls, attempt th' avenging blow ? 
A ſteady blow ! his languid ſoul to feaſt 
And rid his country of one curſe at leaſt! 


33 


40 


50 


Fal no. 
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FRIEND. 


What! turn aſſaſſin? 


Por. 


Let th' aſſaſſin bleed: 3 
My fearleſs verſe ſhall juſtify the deed. 
*Tis he, who lures th' unpractis'd mind aſtray, 
Then leaves the wretch to miſery, a prey ; 
Perverts the race of virtue juſt begun, 


And ftabs the public in her ruin'd ſon. 69 


FRIEND. 
Heav'ns how you rail ! the man 's conſum'd by ſpite ! 
If Lockman's fate attends you, when you write; 
Let prudence more propitious arts inſpire : 
The lower till you crawl, you *ll climb the higher. 
Go then, with ev'ry ſupple virtue ſtor d, 65 
And thrive, the favour'd valet of my lord. 
Is that denied ? a boon more humble crave; 
And miniſter to him who ſerves a ſlave: 
Be ſure you faſten on Promotion's ſcale ; 
Ev'n if you ſeize ſome foorman by the tail : ME 


62, Lockman's fate, ] To be lirtle read, and leſs approved, 
5 P Th' 


- 


4 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Th' aſcent is eaſy, and the proſpect clear, 

From the ſmirch'd ſcullion to th* embroider'd peer. 
Th' ambitious drudge preferr'd, poſtillion rides, 
Advanc'd again, the chair benighted guides ; 

Here doom'd, if nature ſtrung his finewy frame, 75 
The ſlave (perhaps) of ſome inſatiate dame; ; 

But if exempted from th* Herculean toil, 

A fairer field awaits him, rich with ſpoil ; 
There ſhall he ſhine, with ming' ing honours bright, 
His maſter's pathic, pimp, and paraſite ; 80 
Then ſtrut a captain, if his wiſh be war, 

And graſp in hope, a truncheon and a ſtar: 

Or if the ſweets of peace his ſoul allure, 

Baſk at his eaſe in ſome warm ſinecure; 

His fate in conſul, clerk, or agent, vary, 85 
Or croſs the ſeas, an envoy's ſecretary : | 
Compos'd of falſhood, ignorance, and pride, 

A — ſycophant ſhall riſe a Lind: 


88. A proſtrate ſycophant ſhall riſe a d: ] This child of dirt, 
(to uſe a great author's expreſſion) without any other quality than 
grovelling adulation, has arrived at the power of inſulting his betters 
_ day, 


And 
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And won from kennels to th? impure imbrace, 
Accompliſh'd Warren triumph o'er diſgrace, 


96 
P O ET. f | 
Eternal infamy his name ſurround, 
Who planted firſt that vice on Britiſh ground ! 
A vice that *ſpite of ſenſe and nature reigns, 
And poiſons genial love, and manhood ſtains ! 
Pollio! the pride of ſcience and its ſhame, 95 
The muſe weeps o'er thee, while ſhe brands thy name 
Abhorrent views that proſtituted groom, 
Th' indecent grotto and polluted doom ! 
There only may the ſpurious paſſion glow, 15 
Where not one laurel decks the caitiff s brow, 100 
Obſcene with crimes avow'd, of every dye, 
Corruption, luſt, oppreſſion, perjury : 
Let Chardin with a chaplet round his head, 
The taſte of Maro and Anacreon plead ; 
290. Accompliſh'd Warren.] Another ſon- of fortune, who owes 
his preſent affluence to the moſt infamous qualifications; commonly 
called Bruffr Warren, from having been a ſhoe-black: it is — 
was kept by both ſexes at one time. 
2103. Let Chardin with a chaplet round his head.] This genial 
knight wore at his own banquet'a garland of flowers, in imitation of 


the ancients; and Ert two rely boys rebar in willte, for the enter- 
tainmeat of his gueſts, | 


P 2 CE Sir 
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« Sir, Flaccus knew to live as well as write, 105 
% And kept, like me, two boys array'd in white.” 
Worthy to feel that appetence of fame 

Which rivals Horace only in his ſhame ! 


Let Iſis wail in murmurs, as ſhe runs, 


Her tempting fathers and her yielding ſons ; 110 


While dullneſs ſereens the failings of the church, 
Nor leaves one ſliding rabbi in the lurch: 

Far other raptures let the breaſt contain 5 

Where heav'n-born taſte and emulation reign. 


- 


FRIEND, 


Shall not a thouſand virtues, then, atone 115 
In thy ſtrict cenſure for the breach of one ? | 
If Bubo keeps a catamite or whore, 

His bounty feeds the beggar at his door: 


109, Let Ifis wail in murmurs as the R &c,] In alluſion to 
the unnatural orgies ſaid to be ſolemnized on the banks of this river; 
particularly at one place, where a much greater ſanctity of * 
and taſte might be expected. | | 

111. While dullneſs ſcreens, &c.] This is a decent and parental 
office, in which dullneſs is employed; namely, to conceal the fail - 
ings of her children: and exactly conformable to that inſtance of fi- 
lial piety, which we meet with in the ſon of Noah, who went back - 
ward, to cover the nakedneſs of his father, when he lay expoſed, 
from the ſcoffs and inſults of a malicious world, 


. And 


4 


And though no mortal credits Curio's word, 


A ſcore of lacquies fatten at his board: 
To chriſtian meekneſs ſacrifice thy ſpleen, 


And ftrive thy neighbour's weakneſſes to ſcreen. 


PoE r. 


Scorn'd be the bard, and wither'd all his fame, 
Who wounds a brother weeping o'er his ſhame ! 
But if an impious wretch with frantic pride, | 
Throws honour, truth, and decency aſide, 

If nor by reaſon aw'd, nor check'd by fears, 
He counts his glories from the ſtains he bears ; 
THY indignant muſe to virtueꝰs aid ſhall riſe, 
And fix the brand of infamy on vice, 

What if arous'd at his imperious call, 

An hundred foot-ſteps echo through his hall; 
And on high columns rear'd his lofty dome 


Proclaims th' united art of Greece and Rome: 


What tho' whole hecatombs his crew regale, 
And each dependant ſlumbers o'er his ale; 


213 


125 


125 


130 


135 


| While the remains through mouths unnumber'd paſt,. 

Indulge the beggar and the dogs at laſt : 

Say, friend, is it benevolence of ſoul, 

Or pomp'ous vanity, that prompts the whole ? 
P 3 


140 
Theſe 


214 ATD WIACHRE, 

Theſe ſons of floth who by profuſion thrive, 

His pride inveigled from the public hive : 

And numbers pine in ſolitary woe, 

Who furniſh'd out this phantaſy of ſhow. 

When ſilent miſery aſſail'd his eyes, 145 
Did e'er his throbbing boſom ſympathize ? 

Or his extenſive charity pervade 

To thoſe who languiſh in the barren ſhade, 

Where oft by want and modeſty ſuppreſs'd, 

The bootleſs talent warms the lonely breaſt ? I 50 
No! petrify*d by dullneſs and diſdain, 

Beyond the feeling of another's pain, 

The tear of pity ne'er bedew'd his eye, 

Nor his lewd boſom felt the ſocial figh ! 


F R 1 E N D 7 
Alike to thee his virtue or his vice, "7 
If-his hand lib'ral, owns thy merit's price. 
Por r. 


Sooner, in hopeleſs anguiſh would I mourn, 
Than owe my fortune to the man I Gor 1 
What new reſource? 


FzI ENI. 


AS ATi 


FRIEND. 


A thouſand yet remain 
That bloom with honours, of that teem with gain: 
Theſe arts,—are they beneath—beyond thy care ? 


Devote thy ſtudies to th? auſpicious fair: 

Of truth diveſted, let thy tongue ſupply 
The hinted ſlander, and the whiſper'd lie; 
All merit mock, all qualities depreſs, 

Save thoſe that grace th* excelling patroneſs ; 
Trophies to her, on others? follies raiſe, 
And heard with joy, by defamation praiſe ; 
To this colle& each faculty of face, 

And ew'ry feat perform of fly grimace; 


Let the grave ſneer ſarcaſtic ſpeak thee ſhrewd, 


The ſmutty joke ridiculouſly lewd ; 

And the loud laugh thro' all its changes rung, 
Applaud th? abortive ſallies of her tongue: 
Erol d a member in the ſacred lift, 

Soon ſhalt thou ſharp in company, at whiſt ; 
Her midnight rites and revels regulate, 

Prieſt of her love, and dzmon of her hate, 


215 


160 


165 


150 


175 


177, Her midnight rites, Kc.] Theſe are myſteries performed, 
. like thoſe of the Dea Bona, by females only; conſequently it can- 
not be expected that we ſhould here explain them: we have, note ith- 
ſtanding, found means to learn ſome anecdotes concerning them, 


which we ſhall reſerve for another opportunity, 
. 74 


Pozr. 


— 
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Por. \ 


But ſay, what recompence for all this waſte 


Of honour, truth, attention, time, and taſte ? 180 
To ſhine confeſs'd, her zany and her tool, 


And fall by what I roſe, low ridicule ? 

Again ſhall Handel raiſe his laurel'd brow, 

Again ſhall harmony with rapture glow ! 

The ſpells diſſolve, the combination breaks 185 
And Punch no longer Fraſi's rival ſqueaks. | 

Lo, Ruflel falls a facrifice to whim, 

And ſtarts amaz'd in Newgate from his dream : 

With trembling hands implores their promis'd aid; 
And ſees their favour like a viſion fade ! 190 


187. Lo, Ruſſel falls, &c.] A famous mimic and finger. The 
perſon here meant, by the qualifications above deſcribed, had infinu- 
ated himſelf into the confidence of certain ladies of quality, who 
engaged him to ſet up a puppet-ſhew, in oppoſition to the oratorios 
of Handel, againſt whom they were unreaſonably prejudiced. But 
the town not ſecopding the capricious undertaking, they deſerted 
their manager, whom they had promiſed to ſupport, and let him fink 
under the expence they had entailed upon him : he was accordingly 
thrown into priſon, where his diſappointment got the better of his 
reaſon, and he remained in all the ecſtaſy of deſpair; till at laſt, his 
generous patroneſſes, after much ſolicitation, were prevailed upon to 
collect five pounds, on the payment of which he was admitted into 
Bedlam, where he continued bereft of his underſtanding, and died in 
the utmoſt miſery, ; 


Is 
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Is this, ye faithleſs Syrens this the joy 

To which, your ſmiles th* unwary wretch decoy ? 
Naked and ſhackled, on the pavement prone, 

His mangled fleſh devouring from the bone ; 15 
Rage in his heart, diſtraction in his eye! 195 
Behold, inhuman hags! your minion lye! 

Behold his gay career to ruin run, 

By you ſeduc'd, abandon'd and undone ! 

Rather in garret pent, ſecure from harm, 

My muſe with murders ſhall the town alarm; 200 
Or plunge in politics with patriot zeal, 
And ſnarl like Gutherie for the public weal, 

Than crawl an inſect, in a Beldame's power, 

And dread the cruſh of caprice ev'ry hour! 


FRIEN VD. 


"Tis well ;—enjoy that petulance of ſtyle, 20 
And, like the envious adder, lick the file: 

What tho' ſucceſs will not attend on all! 

Who bravely dares, muſt ſometimes riſk a fall. 


199. Rather in garret, &c.] Theſe are the dreams and fictions of 
Grub-ftreet, with which the good * of this metropolis art᷑ daily 
alarmed and entertained, a 

206. And, like the envious adder, lick the file.] This alludes to 
the fable of the viper and file, applicable to all the unſucceſsful ef- 
forts of malice and envy. 


Behold 


—— — 
— — — — — —„V᷑ oo mg 
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| Behold the bounteous board of Fortune ſpread ; 


Each weakneſs, Vice and Folly yields thee bread; 210 
Would thou with prudent condeſcenfion ftrive 
On the long-ſettled terms of life to thrive. 


PoET. 
What ! Join the crew that pilfer one another, 
Betray my friend, and perſecute my brother : 
Turn uſurer, o'er cent. per cent. to brood, 220 
Or quack, to feed like fleas, on human blood ? 
FRIEND. 
Or if thy ſoul can brook the gilded curſe, 
Some changeling heireſs ſteal 
Por. 


| Why not a purſe? 
Two things I dread, my Conſcience and the Law. 


FRIEND. 


How ? dread a mumbling bear without a claw? 225 


Nor this, nor that is ſtandard right or wrong, 


Till minted by the mercenary tongue, 


And what is Cotiſcience, but a fiend of Strife, 
That chills the joys, and damps the ſchemes of life ? 


ER The 


A 8 AT IX E. 


The wayward child of Vanity and Fear, 
The peeviſh dam of Poverty and Care; 

Unnumber'd woes engender in the breaſt 
That entertains the rude, ungrateful gueſt, 


Por. 


Hail, ſacred pow'r! my glory and my guide 
Fair ſource of mental peace, what e'er betide ; 
Safe in thy ſhelter, let diſaſter roll 

Eternal hurricanes around my ſoul ; 

My ſoul ſerene, amidſt the ſtorms ſhall reign, 
And ſmile to ſee their fury burſt in vain! 


Pais 


Too coy to flatter, and too proud to ſerve, 
Thine be the joyleſs dignity to ſtarve. 


Por. 


No ; — thanks to diſcord, war ſhall be my friend; 


And moral rage, heroic courage lend 
To pierce the gleaming ſquadron of the foe, 
And win renown by ſome diſtinguiſh'd blow. 


1 This, ſurely, occafioned Churchill's 


* Too proud to flatter, too ſincere to lye,” 
| 


219 
230 


235 


| 17 


245 


Fzizxd, 


220 DIe : & 


| FRIEND. 
Renown ! ay, do—unkennel the whole pack 
Of military,cowards on thy back. 
What difference, ſay, *twixt him who bravely ſtood, 


And him who ſought the boſom of the wood? 


Invenom'd calumny the firſt ſhall brand, 250 
The laſt enjoy a ribbon and command. | 


/ 


Po Er. 


If ſuch be life, its wretches I deplore, 


And long to quit th* unhoſpitable ſhore, 


248. What difference ſay, *twixt him who bravely ſtood, 

249. And him who ſought the boſom of the wood? This 
laſt line relates to the behaviour of a general on a certain occaſion, 
who diſcovered an extreme paſſion for the cool ſhade during the heat 
of the day: the Hanoverian general, in the battle of Dettingen. 


REPROOFPF: 


** 


Pune Wan 


PoerT. 


OWE'ERI turn, or whereſoe'er I tread, 
This giddy world ſtill rattles round my head! 
I pant for filence ev'n in this retreat 


Good heay'n | what dzmon thunders at the gate? 


FRIEND. 
In vain you ftrive, in this ſequeſter'd noob, 5 
To ſhroud you from an injur'd friend's rebuke. 

| Port. 


An injur'd friend !-—who challenges the name ? 
If you, what title juſtifies the claim ? 


Did 


224 WF 

Did e' er your heart o'er my affliction grieve, 

Vour int'reſt prop me, or your purſe relieve? 10 
Or could my wants my ſoul ſo far ſubdue, 

That in diſtreſs ſhe crawl'd for aid to you? 

But let us grant th' indulgence e'er ſo ſtrong 3 

Diſplay without reſerve tho imagin'd wrong : 

Among your kindred have I kindled ftrife, 15 
Deflow'r'd your daughter, or debauch'd your wife ; 
Traduc'd your credit, bubbled you at game; 

Or ſoil'd with infamous reproach your name? 


FRIEND. 
No; but your cynic vanity (you *Il o.. n) 
Expos'd my private counſel to the town. 20 
Po Er. 
Such fair advice *twere pity ſure to loſe ; 


I grant ] printed it for public uſe. | 


FRIEND. 


Yes, ſeaſon'd with your own remarks between, 
Inflam'd with ſo much virulence of ſpleen, 

That the mild town (to give the dev'l his due) 25 
Aſerib ' d the whole performance to a Jew. 


4 | PogT., 


A SATIRE 
UI Pozr. rig i; 
Jews, Turks, or Pagans, hallowed be the mouth 
That teems with moral zeal and dauntleſs truth! 
Prove that my partial train adopts one lye, 
No penitent more mortify*d'than 1 


225 


30 


Not ev'n the wretch in ſhackles, doom'd to groan 


Beneath th' W of Williamſon „ ban 


y * 1 Wie N 


Hold —let us ſee this boaſted. alt. dental 4 
+ The * — * has . r in his trial. 


Pour. 
What then? 


FAE 


Your own farcaſtic verſe Alg) 
That brands him as a  rembling ruhaway. 


Por. 
With al wy foul 1d? impuned chango rehearſe; 
I'll own my ce and expunge the verſe. 


1 * - 
- \ 
: 4 


— thy Tower, 
* Sir John Cope. 


— 


o * 
” : . 


"x Q_ Come, 
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Come, come,—howe'er the day was loft or won, 


The world allows the race was fairly run. 

But leſt the truth too naked ſhould appear, 

A robe of fable ſhall the geddeſ wear: 

When ſheep were ſubject to the hon's reign, 
Ere man acquir'd dominion-o'er the plain, 
Voracious welves fierce ruſhing from the rocks, 


Devour'd without controul th? unguarded flocks : 


The ſuff rers crouding round the royal cave, 
Their monarch's pity and protection crave : 

Not that they wanted valour, force or arms, 
To ſhield, their lambs ſrom danger and alarms 3 
A thouſand rams the champions of the fold, 
In ſtrength of horn, and patriot virtue bold, 
Engag'd in firm aſſociation, ſtood 

Their lives devoted to the public good: 

A warlike chieftain was their ſole requeſt, 

To marſhal, guide, infiru and rule che reſt: 
Their pray'r was heard, and by conſent of all, 
A courtier ape appointed general.— 

He went, he led; arrang d the battle flood; 
Then pug aghaft, fled ſwifter than the wind, 


Nor deign'd, inhreeſcore miles, to look behind; 


s 


40 


30 


35 


4 364 7 
While ev'ry band for orders blext in vainz 
And fall in ſiaughter d heaps upon che plain: 
The ſcar'd babvon- (to-cut-the matter ſhort), | 
With. all his ſpeed-could-not out run Report; 
And to appeaſe the damours of che nation, 
"Twas fit his caſe-ſhould- ſtand examination. N 
The board was nani'd—each- Wee 
All ſenior membem of the horned race. _ 70 
The weather, goat,- ram, elk ant ox weie.thers, 
And a grave; hoary ſtag poſſeſs'd the chair. 
Th' inquiry paſt, each in his turn began 
The culprit's chiUut varlouſly to can. 
At lengthy the ſage uprear d his awful creſt. 75 
And pauſing, thus · hs fellow chiefs addreſs'd.— 


70. Horned race,] It is not to de wondeted at, that this" board 


conſiſted of hotfiꝭd cattle om j rice; befdre the uſe of arms every 


creature was obliged in r tofightt with ſuch weapons ag nature af- 
forded it, conſequently- thoſe ſupplied with horns bid faireſt for 6g- 
nalizing themſelyes in the field; and eatryin off the rf potts inthe 
army,—But I obſerve, that among the members of this court, there 
is no mention made of ſuch of tht hotned family as were chiefly 
celebrated for valor ; namely; the bull, unicoty; rhinoceros, -q 
which gives reaſon to ſuſpeR, that theſe lit were either” out of Fas 


vour with the mimtitfyz Las- uche o aktount CF tHAY great ag of = 
that the ape bad ihtereft-enought atfcodrt nnn. the 


number of Nn. 


— 


- 
- w 4 «4 + : 8 
* 1 ; | 4 
* 
Q_z. 
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| 


228 HARE D ® FF: 
If age, that from this head its honours ſtole, 
Hath not impair'd the functions of my ſoul, 
But ſacred wiſdom with experience bought, 


While this weak frame decays, matures my thought; 80 


Th important iſſue of this grand debate 

May furniſh precedent for your own fate; 
Should ever fortune call you to repel 

The ſhaggy foe, ſo deſperate and fell— 

*Tis plain, you ſay, his excellence Sir Ape 
From the dire field accompliſh'd an eſcape ; 
Alas! our fellow-ſubje&s ne'er had bled, 

If every ram that fell, like him had fled ; 
Certes, thoſe ſheep were rather mad than brave, 
Which ſcorn'd th* example their wiſe leader gave. 
Let us, then, ev'ry vulgar hint diſdain, 

And from our brother's laurel waſh the ſtain.— 
Th' admiring court applauds the preſident, 
And pug was clear'd by general conſent. 


FRIEND. | 
There needs no magic to divine your ſcope, 
Mark'd as you are a flagrant miſanthrope : 
Sworn foe to good and bad, to great and ſmall, 
Thy rankling pen produces nought but gall: 


go 


95 


41 229 
Let virtue ſtruggle, or let glory ſhine, x 
Thy verſe affords not one approving line.— 100 


/ 


Pos. 


Hail facred themes! the muſe's chief delight! 
O bring the darling objects to my ſight ! 
My breaſt with elevated thought ſhall glow, 
My fancy brighten, and my numbers flow ! 
Th' Aonian grove with rapture would 1 tread, 105 
To crop unfading wreaths for William's head ; 
But that my ſtrain, unheard amidſt the throng, 
Muſt yield to Lockman's ode and Hanbury's ſong. 
Nor would th' enamour'd muſe neglect to pay 
To Stanhope's worth the tributary lay; 110 
'The ſoul unſtain'd, the ſenſe ſublime to paint, 
A people's patron, pride and ornament ! 
Did not his virtues eterniz'd remain 
The boaſted theme of Pope's immortal ſtrain. 
Not ev'n the pleaſing taſk is left, to raiſe 115 
A grateful monument to Barnard's praiſe ; | 


108, Lockman's ode and Hanbury's ſong, ] Two productions re- 
ſembling one another very much in that cloying mediocrity, which 


Horace compares to—Craſſum ungentum, of ap yoo ty,n eee 
110, Stanhope's worth,] The carl na | 


Q 3 | Elle 
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Elſe ſhould the venerable patriot and 
Th' unſhaken pillar of a linking Jang. 
The gladd'ning proſpect let me ill purſue : 

And bring fair Virtue's triymphs to the view! 120 
Alike to me, by fortune bleſt or not, 

From ſoaring Cobham to the melting Scot. 

But lo! a ſwarm of harpies intervene, 

To ravage, mangle, and pollute the ſcene | 

| Gorg'd wich our plunder, yet ſtill gaunt for ſpoil, 125 
Rapacious Gideon faſtens on our iſle ; 

Inſatiate Laſcelles, and the fiend V aneck, 

Riſe on our ruins, and enjoy the wreck; 


While griping Jaſper glories in his prize, 
Wrung from the widow's tears and orphan's cries. 130 


122. Melting Scot.] Paniel Mackercher, Bſg; 2 map of fuch 


primitive ſimplicity, that he may be ſaid to have exceeded the ſerip- 
ture injunction, by not only parting with his cloak and coat, but 
with his ſhirt alſo, to relieve @ brother in difreſs 3 Mr. Anpeſley, 
ho claimed the Angleſęa title and eſſate. 
: 126. Gideon, Laſcelles, Vaneck.) A triumvirate of contrac- 
tors, who, ſcorning the narrow views of private uſury, found means 
to lay a whole ſtate under contribution, and pillage a kingdom of 
immenſe ſums, under the protection of Jaw: | 
129. Gripiog Jaſper.] 4 Chriſtian of bowels, who lends . 
to his friends ip want at the moderate intere& = 50 per cent. A 
man famous for buying poor {Famgne tickets, | 
\ 
8 8 Fanxp. 


A SATIRE. 232 
| Farzne, 
Relaps'd again! ſtrange tendency to rail ! 


nnn ,. 


Porr. 


You deem it rancour then —Look round and ſeo | 
What vices flouriſh till, unprun'd by me: | 
Corruption roll'd in a triumphant car. 35 
Diſplays his burniſh'd front and glitt'ring ftar ; 

Nor heeds the public ſcorn, or tranſient curſe, 
Unknown alike to honour and remorſe. 
Behold the leering belle, carefs'd by all, 
Adorn each private feaſt and public ball ; 149 
Where peers attentive liſten and adore, 
And not one matron ſhuns the titled whore, 

At Peter's obſequies I ſung no dige; 

Nor has my ſatire yet fupply'd a ſcourge 

For the vile tribes of uſurers and bites, 146 
Who ſneak at Jonthan's and fivear at White's, 


139. The leering belle. ] A wit of the tft water, celedrated for 
her takent of repartee and double entendre, | 
| 143. Pere's obſequies,} Peter Waters Bly ohen cer i tyw 


well known to need deſcription, = 
Q4 Each 
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Each low purſuit, and ſlighter folly bred 
Within the ſelfiſh heart and hollow head, 

Thrives uncontroul'd, and bloſſoms o'er the land, 
Nor feels the rigour of my chaſt'ning hand: 150 
While Codrus ſhivers o'er his bags of gold, 

By famine wither'd, and benumb'd by cold; 

I mark his haggard eyes with frenzy roll, 

And feaſt upon the terrors of his ſoul; © 
The wrecks of war, the perils of the deep, 7 55 
That curſe with hideous dreams the caitif”s ſleep; * 8 
Inſolvent debtors, thieves and civil krife, 

Which daily perſecute his wretched life; 

With all the horrors of prophetic dread, | 

That rack his boſom while the mail is red. 160 

Safe from the rod, untainted by the ſchool, 

A judge by birth, by deſtiny a fool, 

While the young lordling ftruts in native pride, 

His party-coloured tutor by his ſide, © 50 

i 164. His party-coloured tutor.] Whether it be for the reaſon aſ- 

figned in the ſubſequent lines, or the frugality of the parents, who 

are unwilling to throw away money in making their children wiſer 
than themſelves, I know aot : but certain it is, that many people 


of faſhion commit the education of their heirs to ſome truſty foot- 
man, With a particular command to keep maſter out of the ſtable. 


Pleas'd 


. 


A8 ATI E. 233 


Pleas'd, let me own the pious mother's care, 165 


Who to the brawny fire commits her heir. 

Fraught with the ſpirit of a Gothic mon, 
Let Rich, with dulneſs and devotion drunk, = 
Enjoy the peal ſo barbarous and loud, WOES 
While his brain ſpues new monſters to the croud ; 170 
I ſee with joy, the vaticide deplore "4 4 


An hell-denouncing prieſt and ſov'reign whore. J 


Let ev'ry poliſh'd dame, and genial lord 
Employ the ſocial chair. and venal board; 


170. Spues new maekers to the croud 1 Monſters of abſurdity, 
&« He look'd, and ſaw a ſable ſorc'rer riſe, 
« Swift to whoſe hand a winged volume flies: 
& All ſudden, gorgons hiſs, and dragons glare, 
&«& And ten-horn'd fiends and giants ruſh to war, 
« Hell riſes, heaven deſcends, and dance on earth, = 
« Gods, imps and monſters, muſic, rage and mirth, - 
« A fire, a jig, a battle and a ball, 
& Till one wide conflagration ſwallows all.“ 


174. Employ the ſocial chair,] This is no other than an empty 


- $: oft 


Dunciad. 


chair, carried about with great formality, to perform viſits, by the 


help of which a decent correſpondence is often maintained among 

people of faſhion, many years together, without one perſonal inter- 

view; to the great honour of hoſpitality and good neighbourhood. 
174. Venal hoard.] Equally applicable to the dining and card- 


has, 


Debauch'd 


f 


table, where evcry gueſt muſt pay an extravagant price for what he 


* 
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Debauch'd from ſenſe, let doubtful meanings run, 175 
The vague conundrum and the prurient pun ; 

While the vain fop, with apifh grin, regards 

The gig'ling minx half choak'd behind-her cards : 
Thefe, and a thouſand idle pranks, I deem 

The motley ſpawn of ignorance and whim. 180 
Let pride conceive and folly propagate, 
The faſhion ill adopts the ſpurious brat : 

Nothing ſo ſtrange that faſhion cannot tame; 

By this diſhonour ceaſes to be ſhame : 

This weans from bluſhes lewd Tyrawly's face, 185 
Gives Hawley praiſe and Ingoldſby diſgrace, 
From Mead to Thompſon ſhifts the palm at once, 

A meddling, prating, blund'ring, buſy dunce ! 

And may (ſhould taſte a little more decline) 
Transform the-nation to an herd of ſwine, 190 


| Friend. 


The fatal period haſtens on apace ! 
Nor will thy verſe th* obſcene event diſgrace ; 


186. Hawley praiſe] A general ſo renowned for conduct and diſci- 
pline, that, during an action in which he had a conſiderable com- 
mand, he is ſaid to have been ſeen rallying ET 
five miles from the field of *. 


Thy 
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Thy flow'rs of poetry, chat ſmell ſo ſtuong. 

The keeneſt appetites have loath'd the ſong; 
Condemn'd by Clark, Banks, Barrowby and Chitty, 195 
And all the crop-ear'd critics of the city; 

While ſagely neutral fits thy flent friend, 

Alike averſe to cenſure or commend, 


PoErT. 


Peace to the gentle ſoul, that could deny 
His invocated voice to fill the cry! 209 
And let me ſtill the ſentiment diſdain | 
Of him, who never ſpeaks but to arraign ; 
The ſneering ſon of calumny and ſcorn, 
Whom neither arts, nor ſenſe, nor ſoul adorn : 
Or his, who to maintain a critic's rank, - 20g 
Tho? conſcious of his own internal blank, 
His want of taſte unwilling to betray, 
*Twixt ſenſe and nonſenſe heſitates all day; 
With brow contraſted hears each paſſage read, 


And often hums and ſhakes his empty head ; 210, 


195. Clark, Banks, Barrowby, Chitty.] A fraternity of wits, 


whoſe virtue, modeſty, and taſte, are much of the ſame dimenſion, . 


Until 


1 
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Until ſome oracle ador'd; pronounee 

The paſſive bard a poet or a dunce ; 

Then, in loud clamour echoes back the word, 

'Tis bold! infipid—ſoaring or abſurd. 

Theſe, and th* unnumber'd ſhoals of ſmaller fry, 215 
That nibble round, I pity and defy. 


THE 
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O URN, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn 
Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurels torn! 
Thy ſons, for valour long renown'd, 8 * 7 
Lie ſlaughter'd on their native ground ; e 
Thy hoſpitable roofs no more, 

Invite the ſtranger to the door; 

In ſmoaky ruins ſunk they lie, | F 
The monuments of cruelty. 1 a: 


1 8 1 


The wretched owner ſees afar 
His all become the prey of war; 
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Bethinks him of his babes and wife, 
Then ſmites his breaſt, and curſes life. 
Thy ſwains are famiſh'd on the rocks, 4% 
Where once they ſed their wanton flocks: 
Thy raviſh'd virgins ſhriek in vain ; 
Thy infants periſh on the plain, 
| | III. 
| What boots it then, in every clime, 
\ Thro' the wide ſpreading waſts of time, 
Thy martial glory, crown'd with praiſe, 
Still ſhone with undiminiſh'd blaze ? i, 
Thy tow'ring ſpirit now is broke, 
Thy neck is bended to the yoke. 
What foreign arms could never quell, 
By civil rage, and rancour fell. 
The rural pipe, and merry lay 
No more ſhall chear the happy day: 
No ſocial ſcenes of gay delight 
Beguile the dreary winter night : 
No ſtrains, but thoſe of ſorrow flow, 
And nought be heard but ſounds of woe, 


While 
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While the pale phantons of the ſlain 
Glide nightly o'er the filent plain. 


V. 
O baneful cauſe, oh, fatal morn, 
Accurs'd to ages yet unborn! | 
The ſons, againſt their fathers ſtood, 
The parent ſhed his children's blood. 
Yet, when the rage of battle ceas d, 
The viQtor's ſoul. was nat appeas'd :. 
The naked and forlorn muſt feel 
Devouring flames, and murd'ring fteel ! 


VI. 

The pious mother doom'd to death, 
Forſaken wanders o'er the heath, 

The bleak wind whiſtles round her head, 
Her helpleſs orphans cry for bread ; 
Bereft of ſhelter, - food, and friend, 

She views the ſhades of night deſcend, 


And ftretch'd beneath the inclement ſkies, 


Weeps o'er her tender babes and dies. 


239 
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| Wes a | 
While the warm blood bedews my veins, 


And unimpair'd remembrance reigns, 

Reſentment of my country's fate, 

Within my filial breaſt ſhall beat; 

And, ſpite of her inſulting foe, 

My ſympathizing verſe ſhall flow: 

„ Mourn, hapleſs: Caledonia, mourn 

«© Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurels ton“? I 
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W HEN Sappho ſtruck the quivring witer: 
The throbbing breaſt was all on fire: 
And when ſhe rais'd the vocal lay, 

The captive ſoul was charm'd away! 


1 


25 . 1000 130 „l. lingen yas * 1+ mc 9 
But had the nymph; poſſeſt with theſs;' * : 

Thy ſofter, chaſter pow'r to pleaſe; ;,; 3 

Thy beauteous air of ſprightly youth; 

Thy native ſmiles of artleſs truth; a 


The worm of Grief had never prey'd 
On the forſaken love-fick maid: 
Nor had ſhe mourn'd an hapleſs flamez 
Nor daſh'd on rocks her tender frame. | 
| > LOVE 
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L O ME E LMH YT. 
In Imitation of TI BULL us. 


4. . 
HERE now are all my flatt' ring dreams of joy? 
Monimia, give my ſoul her wonted reſt; 
Since firſt thy beauty fix'd my roving eye, 
Heart-gnawing cares corrode my penſive breaſt. 


5 of 
II. 


Let happy lovers fly where pleaſures call, 
With feſtive ſongs beguile the fleeting hour; 

Lead beauty thro' the mazes of the ball, 
Or preſs her wanton in. love's roſeate bower. 


| 
A 


For me, no more I Il range th' empurpled mead, 
Where ſhepherds pipe, and virgins dance around, 
Nor wander thro? the woodbine's- fragrant ſhade, © 
To hear the muſic of the grove reſound. | 
e 140 ho b Mb WU 
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IV. 
I'll ſeek ſome lonely church, or dreary hall, 
Where Fancy paints the — taper blue, 


Where damps hang mould ring on the ivy'd van, 
And ſheeted phott drink oy the midnight dew: 


- 
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There leagued with hopeleſs anguiſh and dee, | 
A-while in filence o'et my fate repine : Sn 5 
Then, with a long farewel to Love and cue, 2 


To kindred duſt my weaty limbs conſign. 3 


VI. 


Wilt thou, Monimia, ſhed a gracious tear 
On the cold grave where all my forrows reſt ? 


Strew vernal flow 8, huge n= / cap grrgat 
And bid the Aan 


% 
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My cautious ſoul eſſays i in vain 

Her peace and freedom to maintain: 

Yet let that blooming form divine, 
Where. grace and harmony combine, 
Thoſe eyes, like genial orbs, that move, | 
Diſpenſing gladnefs, Joy, and love, 2 

In all their pomp aſſail my view, | 2 
Intent my boſom to ſubdue ; | 

My breaſt, by wary maxims ſteel'd, 

Not all thoſe charms ſhall force to yield. 
But, when invok'd to beauty's aid, 
I ſee th' enlighten'd ſoul diſplay d; 
That ſoul ſo ſenſibly ſedate _ 
Amid the ftorms of froward fate 
Thy genius active, ſtrong and clear, 


Thy wit ſublime, tho? not ſevere, 


HIER wth fond rapture and N 5 ; 
on thy tranſcendent charms. ae, 


Ty, 
or 


The 
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The ſocial ardour void of art, 


That glows within thy,candid heart; 


My ſpirits, ſenſe and ſtrength decay, 
My reſolution dies away, 
And ev'ry faculty oppreſt, 


Almighty love invades my breaſt 2 


Kg" 
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S ag 8 
O fix her—'twere a taſk as vain, 
To count the April drops of rain, 
To ſow in Afric's barren ſoil, 
Or tempeſts hold within a toil, 


[ 


II. 
T know it, friend, ſhe 's light as air, 
| Falſe as the fowler's artful ſnare,; 
Inconſtant as the paſſing wind, 
As Winter's dreary froſt unkind, 


III. 
She *s ſuch a miſer too in love, 
Its joys ſhe Il neither ſhare nor prove z 
Tho? hundreds of gallants await | 
From her victorious eyes their fate. 


| IV. 
Bluſhing at ſuch inglorious reign, 
I ſometimes ſtrive to break her chain; 
My reaſon ſummon to my aid, 
Reſoly'd no more to be betray's. 


+1 
| 


POEMS 


| V. 
Ah! friend l *tis but a ſhort-liv'd trance, 
Diſpell'd by one enchanting glance; 
She need but look, and, I confeſs 
Thoſe looks completely curſe or bleſs. 


VI. 


So ſoft, ſo elegant, ſo fair, 
Sure ſomething more than human's there; 
I muſt ſubmit, for ſtrife is vain, _ 
*T was deſtiny that forg'd the chain. 


R 4 3 BUR- 
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HER E waſl Snap wittol Ward, 2 * 
leſs F ate 10 

F rom theſe weak arms mine aged grannam tore 

Theſe pious arms eſſay'd too late, 
To drive the diſmal phantom from the door. 

Could not thy healing drop, illuſtrious Quack, 
Could not thy ſalutary pill prolong her days; 
For whom, ſo oſt, to Marybone, alack ! 
Thy ſorrels dragg'd-thee thro? the worſt of ways 


Oil-dropping Twick'nham did not then detain 

Thy ſteps, tho' tended by the Cambrian maids; 
Nor the ſweet environs of Drury- lane; ; 

Nor duſty Pimlico's embow' ring ſhades ; 
Nor Whitehall, by the river's bank, 
Beſet with rowers dank ; 

Nor where th' Exchange pours forth its rawny ſons ; 
Nor where to mix with offal, ſoil and blood, 
Steep Snow-hill rolls the ſable flood; 

Nor where the Mint's contaminated kennels runs; 


Dr. Smollett, imagining himſelf ill treated by Lord Lyttelton, 
wote the above burleſque on _ pobleman' $ * on the death 
of his on ES. 

II 
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IIl doth it now beſeem, 
That thou ſhould'ſ doze and dream, 
When Degth in mortal armour came, 8 i 
And ſtruck with ruthleſs dart the gentle dame. 
Her lib'ral hand and ſympathiſing breaſt 
The brute creation kindly bleſs'd : 
Where'er ſhe trod grimalkin purr'd around, 
The ſqueaking pigs her bounty own'd ; 
Nor to the waddling duck-or gabbling gooſe, 
Did che glad ſuſtenance refuſe 3 1/ 7 7 j 
The ſtruting cock ſhe daily fed. 
And turky with his ſnout ſo red; ; 
Of chickens careful as the pious he, 
Nor did ſhe overlook the tomtit or the wren; 
While redbreaſt hopp'd before her in the hall, 
As if ſhe common-mother mA mf + 


For my diſtracted mind; 
What comfort can I fnd'; 

0 beſt of grannams! thou art dead and: gone, 
And 1 am left behind to weep and } n: | 
To fing thy dirge i in fad funereal ray, 


Ah! woe is s me! alack ! and well-a-day ! * | 
1 i £ (4 4 Þ 90% . . 
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ARENT of joy! heart-eafing Mirth ! 
Whether of Venus or Aurora born; 
Yet Goddeſs ſure of heavenly birth, 
Viſit benign a ſon of Grief forlorn: 
Thy glittering colours gay, 
Around him, Mirth, difplay ; 
And Oer his raptur'd ſenſe 
Diffuſe thy living influence: 
So ſhall each hill in purer green array d, 
And flower adorn'd in new- born beauty glow 3 
The grove ſhall ſmooth the horrors of the ſhade, 
And ſtreams in murmurs ſhall forget to flow. | 
Shine, Goddeſs, ſhine with unremitted ray, 
And gild (a ſecond ſun) with brighter beam our day. 


I | 19 Labour 
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Labour with thee forgets his pun, 
And ayed Poverty can ſmile with thee, 
If thou be nigh, Grief”s hate is vain, 
And weak th* uplifted arm of tyranny. 
The morning opes an high 
His univerſal eye; 
And on the world doth pour 
is glories in a golden ſhower, 
Lo! Darkneſs trembling fore the hoſtile ray 
Shrinks to the cavern deep and wood forlorn : 
The brood obſcene, that own her gloomy ſway, 
: Troop in her rear, and fly th' approach of morn. | 
Pale ſhivering ghoſts, that dread th' all-chearing 
light, 4 
Quick, as the lightnings flaſh, glide to ſepulchral night. 


But whence the gladdening beam 
That pours his purple ſtream 
O'er the long proſpect wide ? 
Tis Mirth, I fee her fit 
In majeſty of light, 
With laughter at her fide. 
Bright-ey'd Fancy hovering near 


| Wide waves her glancing wing in air; 


And 
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And young Wit flings his pointed dart, 

That guiltleſs ſtrikes the willing heart. | 

Fear not now Affliction's power, 
Fear not now wild Pa ſſion's rage, 
Nor fear ye aught in evil hour, 

Save the tardy hand of Age. 
Now Mirth hath heard the ſuppliant Poet's prayer; 
No cloud that rides the blaſt, ſhall vex the troubled air. 


ODE 
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OFT Sleep, profoundly pleaſing power, 

Sweet patron of the peaceful hour, 
O liſten from thy calm abode, 
And hither wave thy magic rod ; 
Extend thy filent, ſoothing ſway, 
And charm the canker Care away. 
Whether thou lov'ſt to glide along, 
Attended by an airy throng 
Of gentle dreams and ſmiles of joy, 
Such as adorn the wanton boy ; 
Or to the monarch's fancy bring | 
Delights that better ſuit a king ; 
The glittering hoſt, the groaning plain, 
The clang of arms, and victor's train; 


* 1 
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Nor 
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Nor ſhould a milder viſion pleaſe, 
Preſent the happy ſcenes of peace; 
Plump Autumn, bluſhing all around, 
Rich Induſtry with toil embrown'd, 
Content, with brow ſerenely gay, 
And genial Art's refulgent ray. 
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N Lovin banks, ahite free trove, 
And tune the rutal pipe t to love: 1 


I envied not the happieſt frrain 
That ever trod the Areadian pliſa,” 


Pure ſtream! nb eee „ 
My youthful limbs I wont ta lave; ä 
No torrents ſtain thy limpid ſource ; 
No rocks impede thy dimpling courſe, 
That ſweetly warbles o'er its bed, | 
With white, round, poliſh'd pebbles ſpread ; 
While, lightly pois'd, the ſcaly brood 
In myriads cleave thy chryſtal flood ; 
The ſpringing trout in ſpeckled pride; 
The ſalmon, monarch of the tide ; 
The ruthleſs pike, intent on war; 
The filver cel, and motled par. 


„ The par is a ſmall öh, vot valike the fine, which it rivals in 


Pe ba flavour. 5 
Devolving 
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Devolving from thy parent lake, 

A charming maze thy waters make, 

By bowers of birch, and groves of pine, 
And edges flower'd with eglantine. 


Still on thy banks ſo gayly green, 
May num'rous herds and flocks be ſeen, 
And laſſes chanting, 0 der the pail, | 55 5 
And ſhepherds piping in the dale, "I ” 5 
And ancient faith that knows no guile, 3þ 7 
And * imbrown'd with toil, 

And hearts reſoly'd, and hands yt a M99 


The bleſſings they enjoy to — {1 


£ 
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HEN the rough North forgets to howl, 
And ocean's. billows ceaſe to roll; 

When Lybian ſands are bound in froſt, 
And cold to Nova-Zembla's loſt ! 
When heav'nly bodies ceaſe to move, 

My blue-ey'd Ann Pll ceaſe to love: 

II. 

No more ſhall flowers the meads adorn ; 
Nor ſweetneſs deck the roſy thorn ; 
Nor ſwelling buds proclaim the ſpring ; 
Nor parching heats the dog-ſtar bring; 
Nor laughing lilies paint the grove, 
When blue-ey'd Ann I ceaſe to love. 


S. III. 


III. 
No more ſhall joy in hope be found ; C 
Nor pleaſures dance their frolick round; 
Nor Love's light god inhabit earth; 


Nor beauty give the paſſion birth; | 

Nor hegt to ſummer ſunſhine cleave, 3 4 
When blue-ey'd Nanny I deceive. 10 
When rolling ſeaſons ceaſe te change, 2 [; 


Inconſtancy forgets to ranges e ü i 
When laviſh May no more ſhall bloom; ' 
Nor gardens yield a rich perfume z 7 | 
When Nature from her ſphere ſhall ſtart, 
P11 tear my Nanny from my heart. | 


4 


ODE 


A goddeſs violated brought thee forth, - _— 
Immortal Liberty; whoſe look ſublitne = » bak 


20 2 mort 
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INDEPENDENCE 
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STROFHE, nem blod's ge 
H V ſpirit, Independence; let ie Mf, ! 
Lord of the Bon- heart and eagle- eye, sig 10 


Thy ſteps I follow with my boſom bt: 


Nor heed the ſtarm that bowls along the RP. 
Deep in the frozen regions of che mortg 
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Hath bleached the tyrant's cheek derber 
What time the izon-hearted Gaul | 
With frantic Superſtition for his _ „ 
Armed with the dagger and the pal, 
The ſons of Woden to the field defy'd's 

| S 2 The 
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The ruthleſs hag, by Weſer's flood, 
In Heaven's name urged the infernal blow; 
And red the ſtream began to flow: 


The vanquiſhed were baptized with blood ö * 


ANTISTROPHE. 


The Saxon prince in horror fled | 
From altars ſtained with human gere; | 
And Liberty his routed legions led 

In ſafety to the bleak Norwegian ſhore. | 
There in a cave aſleep ſhe lay, | | 
Lulled by the hoarſe-reſounding main; ; | 
When a bold ſavage paſt that way, | 
Impelled by Deſtiny, his name Diſdain. 
Of ample front the portly chief appear'd : \ 
The hunted bear ſupplied a ſhaggy veit; 1 
The drifted ſnow hung on his yellow beard ; 

And his broad ſhoulders braved the furious blaſt. | 

He ſtopt: he gazed; his boſom glow'd, | | 
And deeply felt the impreſſion of her charms : | 
He ſeiz d th' advantage Fate allow'd; | 
And ſtraight compreſſed her in his vigorous arms. 


* Baptized with blood. ] Charlemagne obliged four thouſand Saxon 
| priſoners to embrace the Chriſtian religion, and immediately after 
they were baptized ordered their throats to be cut. Their prince 1 
Vitikind fled for ſhelter to Gotrick king of Denmark. 


STROPHE, | 


S SW. "261 


STROPHE, 


The Curlieu ſcreamed, the Tritons blew 
Their ſkells to celebrate the raviſl'd rite ; 
Old Time exulted as he flew ; 

And Independence ſaw the light. 

The light he ſaw in Albion's happy plains, 
Where under cover of a-flowering thorn, 
While Philomel renewed her warbled ſtrains, 
The auſpicious fruit of ſtol'n embrace was born— 
The mountain Dryads ſeized with joy, 

The ſmiling infant to their charge conſign'd; 
The Doric muſe careſſed the favourite boy; 


The hermit Wiſdom ſtored his opening mind. 


As rolling years matured his age, 
He flouriſhed bold and ſinewy as his fire ; 


While the mild paſſions in his breaſt aſſuage 


The fiercer flames of his maternal fire. 


ANTISTROPHE. 


Accompliſhed thus, he winged his way, 

And zealous roved from pole to pole, 

The rolls of- right eternal to diſplay, 

And warm with patriot thoughts the aſpiring foul. 

| Te On 


— ES 

On deſert iſles * it was he that rais'd 

Thoſe ſpires that gild the Adriatic wave, 
Where Tyranny beheld amaz'd 

Fair Freedom's temple, where he marked her grave. 
He ſteeled the blunt Batavian's arms 

To burſt the Iberian's double chain t; 

And cities reaxed, and planted farms, 

Won from the ſkirts of Neptune's wide domain, 
He, with the generous ruſtics, ſate 

On Uri's rocks in cloſe divan ; 

And winged that arrow. ſure as fate, | 
Which aſcertained the ſacred rights of man, 


On deſert iſles—] Although Venice was built a conſiderable 
time before the zra here aſſigned for the birth of Independence, the 
republic had not yet attained to any great degree of power and 
ſplendor. 

+ To burſt the Iberian's double chain,] The Low Countries were 
not only oppreſſed by grievous taxations, but likewiſe threatened 
with the eſtabliſhment of the Inquiſition, when the Seven Provinces 
revolted, and ſhook off the yoke of Spain, 

$ On Uri's rocks—] Alluding to the known ſtory of William 
Tell and his aſſociates, the fathers and founders of the confederacy 
of the Swiſs Cantons. 
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Arabia's ſcorching ſands he croſs'd “, 
Where blaſted Nature pants ſupine, 
Conductor ef her tribes aduſt, 
To Freedom's Adamantine ſhrine; 
And many a Tartar hord forlorn, aghaſt +! 
He ſoatched from under fell Oppreſſion's wing; ; 
And taught amidf the dreary waſte 
The all-chearing hymns of Liberty to ſing. 
He Virtue finds, like precious ore, 
Diffus'd thro? every baſer mould, 
Even now he ſtands on Calvi's rocky ſhore, 
And turns the droſs of Corſica to gold f. 
He, guardian genius, taught my youth 
Pomp's tinſel livery to deſpiſe : 
My lips by him chaſtiſed to truth, 


Ne'er payed that homage which the heart denies, 


26; 


® Arabia's ſcorching ſands—] The Arabs, rather than reſign their 


independency, have often abandoned their habitations, and encoun- 
tered all the horrors of the deſert, 


+ And many a Tartar hord—] From the tyranny of Jenghis- 
Khan, Timur- Bec, and other eaſtern conquerors, whole tribes of 


Tartars were uſed to fly into the remoter waſtes of Cathay, where no 


army could follow them, 


t And turns the droſs of Corfica—] The noble ſtand made by 
Paſchal Paoli and his affociates againſt the uſurpation of the French 
king, muſt endear them to all the ſons of Liberty and Independence, 
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Thoſe ſculptur'd halls my feet ſhall never tread, \ B 
Where varniſn'd Vice and Vanity combin'd, 


To dazzle and ſeduce, their banners ſpread ; 
And forge vile ſhackles for the free-born mind, 
Where Inſolence his wrinkled front uprears, ( 


And all the flowers of ſpurious Fancy blow; 

And Title his ill-woven chaplet wears, 

Full often wreathed around the miſcreant's brow ; 

Where ever-dimpling Falſhood pert and vain, 

Preſents her cup of ſtale Profeſſion's froth ; | 
And pale Diſeaſe, with all his bloated train, | 


Torments the ſons of Gluttony and Sloth. 
5 


STROPHE, 


In Fortune's car behold that minion ride, , 
With either India's glittering ſpoils oppreſt : | 
So moves the ſumpter-mule, in harneſs'd pride, 
That bears the treaſure which he cannot taſte. | 
For him let venal bards diſgrace the bay, 
And hireling minſtrels wake the tinkling firing ; 
Her ſenſual ſnares let faithleſs Pleaſure lay ; 
And all her jingling bells fantaſtic Folly ring ; 
Diſquiet, 


O0 DZ. 26g 
Diſquiet, Doubt, and Dread ſhall intervene ; 


And Nature, ſtill to all her feelings juſt, 
In vengeance hang a damp on every ſcene, 


Shook from the baleful pinions of Diſguſt. 


AN TISTRO PRE. 


Nature I'II court in her ſequeſtered haunts 

By mountain, meadow, ſtreamlet, grove, or cell, 
Where the poiſed lark his evening ditty chaunts, 
And Health, and Peace, and Contemplation dwell, 
There, Study ſhall with Sglitude recline 3 

And Friendſhip pledge me to his fellow-ſwains; 
And Toil and Temperance ſedately twine | 


The flender chord that fluttering Life ſuſtains : 


And fearleſs Poverty ſhall guard the door ; 
And Taſte unſpoiled the fragal table ſpread; - 
And Induſtry ſupply the humble ſtore; 

And Sleep unbribed his dews refreſhing ſhed : 
White-mantled Innocence, ethereal ſprite, 
Shall chace far off the goblins of the night; 
And Independence o'er the day preſide, 
Propitious power! my patron and my pride. 
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On D. SMOLLE T T's 
ODE ro INDEPENDENCE. 


YRICPOETRY imitates violent and ardent 
2 It is therefore bold, various, and impe- 
tuous. It abounds with animated ſentiments, glowing 
images, and forms of ſpeech often unuſual, but com- 
monly nervous and expreſſive. The compoſition and 
arrangement of parts may often appear diſordered, and 
the tranſitions ſudden and obſcure ; but they are always 
natural, and are governed by the movements and va- 
riations of the imitated paſſion. The foregoing ode 
will illuſtrate theſe obſervations. 
The Introduction 1s poetical and abrupt. | 
_ «© Thy ſpirit, Independence, let me ſhare ! 
* Lord of the lion-heart and eagle-eye, 
«© Thy ſteps Þ follow with my boſom bare, | 
Nor heed the ſtorm that howls along the ſæy. 
The picture exhibited in theſe lines is ſtriking, becauſe 
the circumſtances are happily choſen, briefly, and 
diſtinctly delineated. It is ſublime, becauſe the images 


are few, and in themſelves great and magnificent. The 
cc lion- 


and unmoved by external accidents, We may obſerve 
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e lion-heart and eagle-eye” ſuggeſt an idea of the high 
ſpirit and commanding aſpect of Independence: and 


the poet following with ; boſom bare” denotes, in a 


pictureſque manner, the eagerneſs and enthufiam of the 


votary. The laſt circumſtance is peculiarly happy. 
Nor heeds the ſtorm that howls along the fey”. 

It marks the ſcene: it is unexpected, and excites ſur- 

prize: it is great and awful, and exites aſtoniſhment. 

Combined with the preceding circumſtance, it con- 

veys a beautiful allegorical meaning; and fignifies, 

that a mind truly independent is ſuperior to adverſity, 


too, in regard to the diction, that the notions of found _ 
and motion communicated by the words how“ and 

along,“ contribute, in a peculiar manner, to * 
fublimity of the deſtription. N 

« Lord of the lion-heart and eagle-eye, 

| © Thy ſteps I follow with my boſom bare, 

Nor heed the ftorm that howls along the fey.” 
Theſe lines are written in the true ſpirit of Lyric poe- 
try. Without preparing the mind by a cool artifleial 
introduction, riſing gradually to the impetuoſity of paſ- 
ſion, they aſſail the imagination by an abrupt and ſud- 
den impulſe; they vibrate through the ſouf, and fire 


* * with all the ardour and enthuſiaſm of 
the 
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the poet. Many of the odes. of Horace are compoſed 
in the fame ſpirit, and produce ſimilar effects. With- 
out any previous argument or introduction, in the ful- 
neſs of paſſion and imagination, he breaks out in bold, 
powerful, and impetuous figures, 

* Quo me, Bacche, raps, tui 

« Plenum? Quae nemora aut quos agor i in „ | 

Velox mente nova? 

cc Qualem miniſtrum balminis nnn 
The poet, full of enthuſiaſm and admiration, continues 
his proſopopeia ; and, in a ſtrain of poetry exceedingly 
wild and romantic, gives us the genealogy of Inde- 
pendence. gd”? 

* A goddeſs violated brought thee forth, 

«© Immortal Liberty, whoſe look ſublime 

“ Hath bleached the tyrant's cheek 1 in every varying 

e clime,” 

According to the acceptation of our * Liberty 
means the ſecurity of our lives and poſſeſſions, and 
freedom from external force: Independence is of higher 
import, and denotes that internal ſenſe and conſciouſ- 
neſs of freedom which beget magnanimity, fortitude, 
| and that becoming pride which leads us to reſpect our- 
ſelves, and do nothing unworthy of our condition. Li- 
berty therefore is, with perfect propriety, ſaid to be 

2 | | the 
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* 


feeling any uncommon elevation of mind, or any ſenſe 


their condition, and learned independence. 
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the mother of Independence, and Diſdain his father 
Diſdain ariſing from indignation againſt an oppreſſor, 
and triumph on having fruſtrated or eſcaped his ma- 
lice. This ſtern perſonage is: ſtrongly characterized 

in the following direct deſcription.” Ko 
* Of ample front the portly chipper 
«© The hunted bear ſupply'd a ſhaggy veſt ; 
«** Thc drifted ſnow hung on his yellow beard; 
And his broad ſhoulders braved the furious blaſt.” = 
Men may enjoy liberty without independence: they 
may be ſecure in their perſons and poſſeſſions, without 


of their freedom. But if their liberty is attacked, 
they are alarmed, they feel the value of their condition, 

they are moved with indignation againſt their oppreſſors, 
they exert themſelves, . and if they are ſucceſsful; or 
eſcape the danger that threatened them, they triumph, 
they reflect on the happineſs and dignity conferred by 
freedom, they applaud themſeves for their exertions, be- 
come magnanimous and independent. There is therefore 
no leſs propriety in deducing the origin of Independence 
from Diſdain and Liberty, than in fixing the ra of his 
birth. The Saxons, according to our author, free, 
ſimple, and inoffenſive, were attacked, eſcaped the 
violence of their adverſary, reflected on the felicity of 


The 
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The education of Independence, and the ſcene of his 


nativity, are ſuited to his illuſtrious lineage, and to the 


high atchievements for which he was deſtined. 
„ The light he ſaw in Albion's happy plains, 
« Where under cover of a flowering thorn, | 
% While Philomel reneiwed het warbled-ſtrains, 


The auſpicious fruit of ſtol'n embrace was born 


«© The mountain Dryads ſeized with joy, 
The ſmiling infant to theit charge conſign'd ; 
Fbe Doric muſe careſſed the favourite boy; 
The hermit Wiſdom ſtored his opening mind.. 
The imagery in theſe lines is ſoft and agreeable, the 
language ſmooth, and the verfification numerous. 


Independence thus deſcended, and thus divinely in- 


firnQed and endowed, diſtinguiſhes himſelf accordingly 
by heroic and beneficent actions. ix 1 | 
«© Accompliſh'd thus, he winged his way, 
. «© And zealous roved from pole io pole, 
The rolls of right eternal to diſplay, 
e And warm with patriot thoughts the aſpiring ſoul.” 


The ode may be divided into three parts. The poet 
ſets out with a brief addreſs to Independence, imploring 
his protection. He ſees, in idea, the high objeft of hib 
adoration, and, tranſported by an ardent and irreſiſtible 
impulſe, he rehearſes his birth, education, and quali- 


ug 


ce 
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ties. He proceeds, in the ſecond place, 10 celebrate 
his office and moſt renowned atchievements; and re- 
turns, at the end of the third ſtrophe, to acknowledge 
with gratitude the protection he had requeſted, and the 
power of Independence in preſerving him untainted by 
the debafing influences of Grandeur, and the admira- | 
tion of vain magnificence. Animated with this reflec- 
tion, and conſcious of the dignity annexed to an inde- 
pendent ſtate of mind, he inveighs againſt thoſe Mi- 
«« nions of Fortune“ who would impoſe upon mankind 
by the oftentation of wealth, and the parade of pa- 
geantry. 

„ In Fortune's car behold that minion ride, 

« With either India's glittering ſpoils oppreſt : 

“ So moves the ſumpter-mule, in harneſs'd pride, 

«© That bears the treaſure which he cannot taſte. 

«© For him let venal bards diſgrace the bay; 

And hireling minſtrels wake the tinkling ſtring: 

«© Her ſenſual ſnares let faithleſs Pleaſure lay; 

And all her gingling bells fantaſtic Folly ring; 

„ Diſquiet, Doubt, and Dread, ſhall intervene; 

And Nature, ſtill to all her feelings juſt, 

In vengeance hang a damp on every ſcene, 

** Shook from the baleful pinions of Diſguſt.” 


Theſe 
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Theſe lines, embelliſhed by fancy, and recommended to 

the heart by harmony, are the invective of truth and 

honeſt indignation. _ > tos by | 
In the laſt antiftrophe the poet deſcends from his en- 


thuſiaſm; he is leſs impetuous; the illuſtrious paſſions | 


that animated and impelled him are exhauſted ; but 


they leave his mind full of their genuine and benign 


influences, not agitated and diſordered, as if their. 


tendency had been vicious, but glowing with ſelf- ap- 


probation, ſoft, gentle, and compoſed. 


— 
. 


